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WRITTEN BY MR GARRICK. 
A SCHOOL for Scandal !—Tell me, I beſeech you, 
Needs there a ſchool, this modifh art to teach you ? 
No need of leſſons now—the knowing think 
We might as well be taught to eat and drink : 
Carus'd by a dearth of ſcandal, ſhould the vapours 
Diſtreſs our fair-ones, let them read the papers ; 
Their powerful mixtures ſuch diſorders hit, 
Crave what they will, there's quantum ſufficit. 
« Lord!” cries my Lady Wormwood, (who loves taitle, 
And puts much ſult and pepper in her prattle) 
Tuſt ris'n at noon, all night at cards, when threſbing 
Strong tea and ſcandal—bleſs me, how refreſhing ! | 
« Give me the papers, Liſp—bow bold and free! (ſips) ö 


* Laſt night Lord L. (ſips) was caught with Lady D. 
« For aching heads, «what charming ſal volatile! (ſips) 
F Mrs B. will jtill continue flirting, 
« We hope ſpelt draw, or we'll undraw, the curtain 
« Fine ſatire, poz ! in public all abuſe it; | 
„ But, by ourſelves, (ſips) our procfe we can't refuſe it. 
«© Now, Liſp, read you—-there. at that daſh and ſtar 
„ Yes, ma'am—A certain Lord had beſt beware, 5 
* Who lives not twenty miles from Grofvenor-ſquare : 
« For ſvould he Lady W. find willing 
% Wormwood is bitter..“ 0% that's me—the villain! 
* Throw it behind the fire, and never more | 
Let that vile paper come within my door.” 

Thus at our friends we laugh, _ feel the dart; 
T9 reach our feelings, we ourſelves muſt ſmart, 
Ts our young bard ſo young, io think that he 
Can ſtop the full ſpring-tide of calumny ? 
Knows be the world fo little, and its trade? 
Alas the devil's ſooner rais'd than laid. 


So ſtrong, ſo fwift the monſter, there's no gagging ; 


Cut Scandals head off—ſiill the tongue is wagging. 


Proud of your ſmiles, once laviſhly beſtou'd, 

Again our young Don „ takes the road. 

To ſhe his gratitude, he draws his pen, 

And ſeeks this Hydra, Scandal, in its den; 

From his fell gripe the frighted fair to ſave 
Tho be ſhould fall, th' attempt muſt pleaſe the brave. 
Hor your applauſe, all perils he would through 
Hell figbi that's write—a cavallero true, 


Till every drop of bload—that's iu ii ſpilt for you, 
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A CF I, | 
SCENE, Lady SNzexWEL1's Houſe, 


Lady SNEERW ELL and SNAXE diſcovered at a Tea-table. 


T.ady-SNEERWELL, 
TE paragraphs, yo fav, Mr Snake, were all in- 
ſerted. 

Snake, They were, madam; and as I copied. 
them myſelf in a feigned hand, there can be no ſuſpicion 
from whence they came. 

L. Sneer. Did you circulate the report of Lady Brittle's 
mtrigue with Captain Boaſtall ? 

Snake. That's in as fine a train as your ladyſhip could 
wiſh, in the common courſe of things. think it muſt 
reach Mrs Clacket's ears within twenty-four hours, and 
then the buſineſs, you know, is as good as done. 

L. Sneer. Why yes, Mrs Clacket has talents, and a 

good deal of induſtry. 
Snake. True, madam, and has been tolerably fnccelabub 
in her day; to my knowledge ſhe has been the cauſe of fix 
matches being broken off, and three ſons difinherited ; of 
four forced elopements, as many cloſe confinements, nine 
ſeparate maintenances, and two divorces;—nay, I have 
more than once traced her cauſing a tete=a-tete in the 
Town and Country Magazine, when the parties never 
Jaw one another before in their lives. 

IL. Sncer. Why yes, the has genius, but her manner. is: 
too groſs. 

Snake. True, madam ; ſhe has a fine tongue, and a bold 
invention; but then, her colouri ing. is too dark, and the 
outlines rather too extravagant; ſhe wants that delicacy 
of hint, and mellowneſs of ſacer, which diſtinguiſnes your 
hdyſhip D * | 
L. Seer. 
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L. Sneer. You are partial, Snake. 
Snake. Not in the leaſt; every body will allow that Lady 


- Sneerwell can do more v ith a word or look, than many 


others with the moſt laboured detail, even though they 
accidently men to have a little truth on their fide to 
ſupport it. 

L. Sncer. Ves, ny dear Snake, and I'll not deny the 
pteaſure I feel at the ſucceſs of my ſchemes. (both riſe) 


' Wounded myſelf, in the early part of my life, - by the 


envenomed tongue of ſlander, I confeſs nothing can give 


me greater ſatisfaction, than reducing others to the level 


of my own injured reputation, 

Snake. True, madam ; but there is one affair, in which 
you have lately employed me, wherein, I confeſs, I am 
at a loſs to gueſs at your motives. 

L. Sneer. L preſume you mean with regard to my friend 
Sir Peter Teazle, and his family. 

Snake, 1 do; here are two young men, to whom Sir Peter 


has acted as guardian ſince their father's death; the eldeſt. 


poſſeſſing the moſt amiable character, and univerſally well 
ſpoken of; the young eſt the moſt diſſipated, wild, extrava- 
gant young fellow in the world; the former an avowed 
admirer of your ladyſhip, and apparently your favourite; 


the latter attached to Maria, Sir Peter's ward, and con- 


feſſedly admired by her: Now, on the face of theſe circum- 
ſtances, it is utterly unaccountable to me, why you, the 
widow of a city knight, with a large fortune, ſhould not im- 
mediately cloſe with the paſſion of a-man of ſuch character 
and expectation as Mr Surface; and more ſo, why you are 
ſo uncommonly earneſt to deſtroy the mutual attachment 
ſubſiſting between his brother Charles and. Maria. 

L. Sneer. Then at once, to unravel this myſtery, I 
muſt inform you, that love has no ſhare whatever in the 


8 8 Mr Surface and me. 
Snake. 


L. . — His real views are to Maria, or her 
fortune, while in his brother he finds a favoured rival; 
he is, therefore, obliged to maſk his real intentions, and 


profit by my aſliſtance. 


Snake. Yet ſtill I am more puzzled why you ſhould, 


intereſt yourſelf for his ſucceſs. 
L. Sucer. Heavens! how dull you are! Can t you ſurmiſe 
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a weakneſs I have hitherto, through ſhame, concealed even 


from you! Muſt I confefs it, that Charles, that profligate, 


that libertine, that bankrupt in fortune and reputation, 


that he it is for whom I am thus anxious and malicious; 
and to gain whom I would facrifice every thing. 

Snake. Now, indeed, your conduct appears nnen 
but pray, how came you and Mr Surface ſo confidential ? 

L. Sncer. For our mutual intereſt ; he pretends to, and 
recommends ſentiment and liberality ; ; but i know him to 
he artful, cloſe, and malicious. In ſhort, a fentimental 
Knave; while, with Sir Peter, and indeed with moſt of his 
acquaintance, he paſſes for a youthful miracle of virtue, 
good ſenſe, and benevolence. 

Snake. Ves, I know Sir Peter vos he has not his fellow 
in England, and has praiſed him as a man of character and 
ſentiment. 

I. Sneer. Ves ; and with the appearance of being 
ſentimental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour his 
addreſſes to Nlaria, while poor Charles has no friend in 
the houſe, though ] fear he has a powerful one in Maria's 


heart, againſt whom we muſt direct our ichemes, 


Enter SERVANT. 
Serv. Mr Surface, madam. 


L. Sneer. Shew him up; (Exit ſervant) he generally 


calls about this hour! don't wonder at e s giving 
| him to me for a lover. 


Euter 2 SURFACE, 
Fo. Lady Sneerwell, good morning to eren 


Snake, vour moſt obedient. 


L. Sneer. Snake has juſt been rallying -me upon our 


attachment, but I have told him our real views; I need 


not tell you how uſeful he has been to us, and believe me, 


our confidence has not been ill placed. 


Je. Oh, madam, tis impoſſible for me to ſuſpect a 
man of Mr Snake's merit and accompliſhments. 

L. Sneer. Oh, no compliments; but tell me when you ſaw 
Maria, or, what's more material to us, your brother. 

790. 1 have not ſeen either ſince I left you, but I can 


tell you they never met; ſome of your ſtories have had a 


good effect in that quarter. 
L. Sneer. The merit of this, my dear de _— 


If 


to you; but do your brother's diſtreſſes increaſe? 


2 


8 THE "SCHOOL rox scANDAB. 


vo Every hour. I am told he had another execution 
in his houſe yeſterday In ſhort, his diſſipation and- ex- 
| travagance exceed-any thing I ever heard, 
I IL. Sneer. Poor Charles! oY 
1 | | Foſ. Aye, poor Charles indeed! notwithſtanding his 
; | extravagance one cannot help pitying him; I wiſh it was 
| in my power to be of any effential ſervice to him; for the 
man who does not feel for the diſtreſſes of a brother, even 
though merited by his own miſconduct, deſerves to be 
I. Sneer. Now you are. going to be moral, and forget 
you are among friends. | ag 
| Fof. Gad, ſo Iwas, ha! hal—TIkkeep that ſentiment till 
I ſee Sir Peter, ha! ha! however, it would certainly be I 
a generous act in you to reſcue Maria from ſuch a libertine, 
| / who, if he is to be reclaimed at all, can only be ſo by a per- | 
qi | ſon of your ſuperior accompliſhments and underſtanding. 642 
3 Snake. I believe, Lady Sneerwell, here's company com- | 
ing; I'll go and copy the letter I mentioned to your 
ladyfhip. ' Mr Surface, your moſt obedient, [ Extt.. 
:Foſ. Mr Snake, your moſt obedient. I wonder, Lady 
Sneerwell, you would put any eonfidence in that fellow. 
L. Sneer. Why ſo? | 
of. 1 have diſcovered he has of late had ſeveral con- 
ferences with old Rowley, who-was formerly my father's 
Reward; he has never, you know, been a friend of mine. 
L. Sneer. And do you think he would betray us? 600 
Joſ. Not unlikely; and take my word for it, Lady 
Sneerwell, that fellow has not virtue enough to be faith- 
F ful to his own villanies. 1 | 
= : | Enter MARIA. 
| L. Sneer. Ah, Maria, my dear, how do you do? What's 
the matter? Pha #44 | 
Mar. Nothing, madam, only this odious lover of mine, 
Sir Benjamin Backbite, and his uncle Crabtree, juſt called 
in at my guardian's; but I took the firſt opportunity ts 
flip out, and run away to your ladyſhip. | 1 
L. Sneer. Is that all? | 
| | Foſ. Had my brother Charles been of the party, you 
1 would not have been ſo much alarmed. 
| L. Sneer. Nay, now you are too ſevere; for I dare 
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Wl ſay the truth of the matter is, Maria heard you was 
| | here, and therefore came; but pray, Maria, what =_ 5 
| tic 


— „ , 
— 9 8 
. —— 


rr Acre 


—. 
— 


dur SCHOOL ron SCANDAL, C1 


Bun we objection have you to Sir Benjamin that vou avoid 
nim 10 

Mar. Oh, madam, he has done nothing but hjs whole 
converſation is a perpetual libel upon all his acquaintance. 

Joſ. Ves, and the worſt of it is, there is no advantage 
1 in not knowing him, for he would abuſe a ſtranger as ſoon 
as his beſt friend, and his uncle is as bad. 

2 For my part, I.own wit loſes its reſpect with 
me, when I ſee it in company with malice bat 
7 think you, Mr Surface? = 

Foſ. To be ſure, madam.— to ſmile- at. a jeſt, that 
plants a thorn in the breaſt of another, is to become 2 
principal in the miſchief, - 

L. Sneer. Pſha—there-is no poſſibility of being witty 
without a little ill nature; the malice in a good thing is 
PN the barb that makes it dick. — hat is your real opinion, 
| Mr Surface? 

 Fof. Why, my opinion is, that where the ſpirit of raille- 
xy is ſuppreſſed, the converſation muſt be naturally inſipid. 

Mar. Well, 1. will not argue how far ſlander may be 

allowed; but in a man, I am ſure it is deſpicable.— Me 
have pride, envy, rivalſhip, and a thouſand motives to 
depreciate each other; but the male ſlanderer muſt have 
the cowardice of a woman, before he can traduce one. 
Enter SERVANT. . 
Serv. * — Candour, madam, if 750 are at lcifure, «il 
leave her carriage. 
Ft | L.-Szeer. Delire her to walk. up. 7 Exit 3 F 
. Now, Maria, here's a character to your- taſte ; though 
Mrs Candour is a little talkative, yet every body allows 
Me is the beſt -natured ſort of woman in the world. 

Mar. Yes—with the very groſs affectation of good na- 
ture, ſhe does more miſchiet than the direct malice of 
old Crabtree. 1 

Fof. Faith, tis very true; and whenever L hear the | 

current of abuſe running hard againſt the characters of 
my belt friends, I never think them in ſuch danger, as 
when Candour undertakes their defence. phos e 
L. Szeer. Huſh ! huſh! here ſhe is. - 
Enter Mrs CANDQUR, -,'/ 

Mrs Cand. Oh! my dear Lady Sneerwell; well, how 9 
5 * vou do? Mr Surface, 5 moſt obedient, 1s there 1 

any 
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any newgjabroad ? ? No! nothing good I ſuppoſe No] no- 
thing but ſcandal — nothing but ſcandal! 

Foſ. Juſt ſo indeed, madam. 

Mrs Cand. Nothing but ſcandal !—Ah, Maria, haw do 
you do, child ; what, is every thing at an end between 
you and Charles ? What, he is too extravagant. Aye! 
the town talks of nothing: elſe. 

Mar. I am ſorry, madam, the-town is ſo ill employed. 

Mrs Cand. Aye, ſo am I child—but:what can one do? 
we can't ſtop people's tongues. hey hint too, that your 
guardian and his lady don't live ſo agreeably together as 
they did. 


Mar. I am ſure ſuch reports are without foundation. 


Mrs Cand. Aye, ſo theſe things generally are :—'Tis 
like Mrs Faſhion's affair with Colonel Coterie: though, 


indeed, that affair was. never rightly cleared up; and it 
was but veſterday. Miſs Prim aſſured me, that Mr and 
Mrs Honeymoon are now become mere man and wife, like 
the reſt of their acquaintance. She likewiſe hinted, that a 
certain widow in the next ſtreet had got rid of her dropſy, 
and recovered her-thape in a moſt ſurpriſing manner. 

Fof. The licence of invention, ſome people give them- 
ſelves, is aſtoniſhing. 

Mrs Cand. Tis ſo—but how .will you ſtop people? 8 
tongues? Twas but yeſterday Mrs Clacket informed me, 
that our old friend, Miſs Prudely, was going to elope, 
and that her guardian caught her juſt {ſtepping into the 
York Diligence, with her dancing maſter. .I was inform- 
ed too, that Lord Flimſy caught his wife at.a houſe of 
no extraordinary fame, and that Tom Saunter and Sir 
Harry Idle were to meaſure fwords on a ſimilar occaſion. 
—But I dare fay there is no truth in the-ſtory, and ! 
would not circulate ſuch a report for the-werld. 

Fof. You report! No, no, no. 

Ars Cand. No, no,—tale-bearers are juſt. as bad as the 


tale- makers. 


Enter SERVAMT. 
Serv. Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr Crabtree. 
[ Exit Servant. 
Enter Sir BENJaMiN and CRABTREE. 
Crab. Lady Sneerwell, your moſt obedient humble ſer- 
+ Fant. Mrs Candour, I believe you don't know my 3 
| ir 
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dir Benjamin Backbite; he has a very pretty taſte for 
poetry, and ſhall make a rebus or a chirard with mw 


One. 


Sir Benj. Oh fie! uncle. 

Crab. In faith he will: did you ever hear the lines he 
made at Lady Ponto's route, on Mrs Frizzle's feathers 
catching fire; and the rebuſes——his firſt. is the name of 


a fiſh; the next a great naval I, 0 — 


Sir Beuj. Uncle, now prythee. 

L. Sneer. 1 wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never publiſh 
any thing. 

Sir Benj. Why, to ſay the truth, tis very vulgar to 
print—and as my little productions are chiefly ſatires, and 
lampoons on particular perſons, I find they circulate bet- 
ter by giving copies in confidence to the friends of the 
parties; however, I have ſome love elegies, which, 

when favoured by this lady's ſmiles, (to Maria) I mean 
to give to the public. 

Crab. Foregad, madam, they'll immortalize you, (t to 
Maria) you will be handed down to: poſterity, like Pe- 
trarch's Laura, or Waller's Sachariſſa. 

Sir Benj. Ves, madam, I think you'll like them, ( to . 
Maria) when you ſhall ſee. them on a beautiful wn 
type, where a neat rivulet of text. ſhall murmur throu 
a meadow.of margin ;—'foregad they'll be the moſt = 
gant things of their kind. 

Crab. But odſo, ladies, did you hear the news? 

Mrs Cand. What—do you mean the report of — 

Crab. No, madam, that's not it Miſs Nicely going to 
be married to her own footman. | 
Mrs Cand. Impoſſible !. 

Sir Benj. Tis very true indeed, eden ; every. thing i is 
fixed, and the wedding liveries beſpoke. 

Crab. Yes, and they do fay there were very preſſing 
reaſons: for it. 

Mrs Cand. I heard ſomething of this before. 

L. Sneer. Oh! it cannot be; and 1 wonder they'd. re- 
port ſuch a thing of ſo prudent a lady. 

Sir Benj. Oh! but, madam; that is the very reaſon 
that it was believed at once; for the has always been ſo 
very cautious and reſerved, that every body was ſure there 
was ſome xcaſon for. it at the bottom. 


2 8 2 Mrs Cand. 
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Mrs Cond. It is true, there is a ſort. of puny, ſickly re- 
hutation, that would outlive the robuſter character of, an 
hundred prudes. 

Sir Benj. True, madam ; there are Valetudinarians in 
reputation as well as conſtitution, who being conſcious of 
their weak part, avoid the leaſt breath of air, and ſupply 
their want of ſtamina by care and circumſpection. 

Mrs Cand. L. believe this may be ſome miſtake: you 
Know, Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumſtances have often 
given riſe to the moſt ingenious tales. 


Crab. Very true but odſo, ladies, did you hear of Miſs | 


Letitia Piper's loſing her lover and her character at Bear- 
borough.—-Sir Benjamin, you remember it. 

Sir Benj. Oh, to be ſure, the moſt whimſical circum- 
ſtance! 

I. Sncer. Pray let us hear it. 

Crab. Why, one evening, at Lady Spadille's aſſembly, 
1 converſation happened to turn upon the difficulty of 
breeding Nova Scotia ſheep in this country ; no, ſays a 
lady preſent, I have ſeen an inſtance of it, for a couſin of 
mine, Miſs Letitia Piper, had one that produced twins: 
What, what, ſays old Lady Dundizzy, (whom we all know 
is as deaf as a poſt) has Miſs Letitia Piper had twins. 
This, you may caſily i imagine, ſet the company in a loud 
laugh; and the next morning it was every where reported, 
and belier ed, that Miſs Letitia Piper had actually been 
brought to bed of a fine boy and girl. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

Crab. Tis true, upon my honour—Oh, Mr Surface, 
how do you do; I hear your uncle, Sir Oliver, is expected 
in town; ſad news upon his arrival, to hear how your 
brother has gone on. 

Yof. hope no buſy people have already prejudiſed his 
uncle againſt him-—he may reform. 

Sir Benj, True, he may; for my part, I never thou ht 
him ſo utterly void of principles as people ſay and tho 
he has loſt all his friends, I am told nobody is better ſpok- 
en of amongſt the Jews. 

Crab. Foregad, if the Old Jewry was a ward, Charles 
would be an alderman, for he pays as many annuities as. 
the Iriſh Tontine ; and when he is ſick, they have prayers: 
for his * in all the ſynagogues. ; 


| Sir Zenj. £ 


2 
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Sir Benj. Vet no man lives in greater ſplendor.— They 
tell me, When he entertains his friends, he can fit down ' 
to dinner with a dozen of his own ſecurities, have a ſcore 
of tradeſmen waiting in the antichamber, and an officer 
behind every gueſt's chair. | 

Foſ. This may be entertaining to you, gentlemen peice 
you pay very little regard to the feelings of a brother. 
Mar. Their malice is intolerable. ( Aſi ide.) Lady Sneer- 
well, [ muſt wiſh you a good morning; I'm not very well: 

[Exit Maria. 

Mrs Cand. She changes colour. 

L. Szeer. Do, Mrs Candour, follow her. 

Mrs Cand. To be ſure Iwill; — poor dear girl, who bind 8 
what her ſituation may be. [Mrs Candour follows her. 

L. Sneer. Twas nothing, but that ſhe could not bear to 


hear Charles reflected on, notwithſtanding their difference; 


Sir Benz. The young lady's penchant is obvious. 

Crab. Come, don' * this diſhearten you—follow her, 
and repeat fome of your odes to her, and [I'll aſſiſt you. 

Sir Ben. Mr Surface, I did not come to hurt you, but 
depend on't your brother is utterly undone. 

Crab. Oh! undone as ever man was—can't raiſe a guinea, 

2” Benj. Every thing is ſold, I am told, that was moves 
able 

Crab. Not a moveable left, except ſome old bottles, and 
fome pictures, and they ſeem to be framed in the wainſcot, 
egad. 

sir Benj. I am ſorry to hear alſo ſome bad ſtories of him. 
Crab. Oh! he has done many mean things, that's certain. 

Sir- Benj. But, however, he's your brother. 

Crab. Aye! as he is your brother—we'll tell you more. 
another opportunity. [ Exeunt Crab. and Sir Benj. 

I.. Sneer. "Tis very hard for them, indeed, to leave 2 
ſubject they have not quite run. down. 

Joſ. And I fancy their abuſe was no more acceptable to 
your ladythip than to Maria. 

L. Sneer. I doubt her affections are. further engaged than 
we imagine; but the family are to be here this afternoon, 
ſo you may as well dine where you are; we ſhall have an op- 
portunity of obſerving her further ;—in the mean time I'IL 
go and * miſchief, and oy ſhall ſtudy. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, Sir Prins TrazLz's Houſe. | 


Enter Sir PETER FrAzZLE. 

Sir Pet. When an old batchelor marries a young wife, 
what is he to expect ' Tis now above fix months ſince 
my Lady Teaale made me the happieſt of men and I 
have been the moſt miſerable dog ever ſince. We tift- 
ed a little going to church, and fairly quarrelled before 
the bells were done ringing. I was more than once nears 
ly choaked- with gall during the honey-moon, and had 
loſt every ſatisfaction in life, before my friends Had done 
wiſhing me joy. And yet; I chofe with caution a 

irl bred wholly in the country, who had never known 
— beyond one ſilk gown ; or diſſi pation, beyond the 
annual gala of a race ball. Yet now, ſhe plays her 
part in all the extravagant fopperies of the town, with as 
good a grace as if ſhe had never ſeen a buſh, or a graſs 
plot out of Groſvenor-Squere.——1I am ſneered at by all 
my acquaintance paragraphed in the news- papers 
ſhe diſſipates my fortune, and contradicts all my humour. 
And yet, the worſt of it is, I doubt I love her, or 1 
ſhonld never bear all this but I am-determined never 
to be weak enough to let her know it—— No! no! no! 

Enter RowLEv. 


Rowl. Sir Peter, your ſervant, how do you find your- 


ſelf to-day ? | 
Sir Fet. Very bad, Mr Rowley; very bad indeed. 


Rowl. I'm ſorry to hear that—what has happened to 


make you uneaſy ſince yeſterday ? 
Sir Pet. A pretty queſtion truly to a married man, 
Rowl. Sure my lady is not the cauſe! ; 


Sir Pet. Why! has any one told you ſhe was dead? 


Row!. Come, come, Sir Peter, notwithſtanding you 


ſometimes diſpute and diſagree, lam ſure you love her. 

Sir Pet. Aye, maſter. Rowley; but the worſt of it is, 
that in all our diſputes and quarrels, ſhe is ever in the 
wrong, and continues to thwart and vex me; I am 
myſelf the ſweeteſt tempered man in the world, and ſo 1 
tell her an hundred'times a day. 

 Rowl. Indeed, Sir Peter! | 

Sir Pet. Yes—and' then there's Lady Sneerwell, and 
the ſet ſhe meets at her houſe, encourage her to diſobe- 


n dience; 


* 
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. tience; and Maria, my ward, ſhe too preſumes to have 
a will of her own, and refuſes the man I propoſe for her; 


deſigning, I ſuppoſe, to beſtow herſelf and fortune upon 
that profligate his brother. 

Rowl. Nou know, Sir Peter, I have often taken the 
liberty to differ in opinion with you, in regard to theſe 
two young men; for Charles, my life on't, will retrieve 
all one day or other.— Their worthy father, my once ho- 
noured maſter, at his years, was full as wild and extra- 
vagant as Charles now is; but at his death he did not 
leave a more benevolent: heart to lament his loſs. 

Sir Pet. You are wrong, maſter Rowley, you are very 
wrong ;—by their father's will, you know, I became guar- 
dian to theſe young men, which gave me an opportunity 


of knowing their different diſpoſitions; but their uncle's 
Eaſtern liberality ſoon took them out of my power, by 
giving them an early independence.—But for Charles, 


whatever good qualities he might have inherited, they are 
long ſince ſquandered away with the reſt of his fortune; 
Joſeph, indeed, is a pattern for the young men of the 
age—a youth of the nobleſt ſentiments, and acts up to the 
fentiments he profeſſes. 

-Rowl. Well, well, Sir-Peter, I ſhan't oppoſe your opini- 
on at preſent, though Fam ſorry you are prejudiſed againſt 
Charles, as this may probably. be the moſt critical period 
of his life, for his uncle, Sir Oliver, is arrived,. and now 
in town. | „ 

Sir Pet. What! my old friend, Sir Oliver, is he arrive 
ed ? I thought you had not expected him this month. 

Rowl, No more we did, Sir, but his paſſage has been 
remarkably quick. 

Sir Pet. Lahall- be heartily glad to fee him—”Tis ſix- 
teen years ſince old Nol and I met—but does he ſtill en- 
join us to keep his arrival a ſecret from his nephews ? 

Rowl. He does, Sir; and is determined, under a feigned 
character, to make trial of their different diſpoſitions. 

Sir Pet. Ah!.there.is no need of it, for Joſeph, I am 
fare, is the man—But hark'ye, Rowley, does Sir Oliver 
know that I am married? | 9255 

Rowl. He does, Sir, and intends ſhortly to with you joy. 
Sir Pet. What, as we wiſh health to a friend in a con- 


Jumption.— But I muſt haye him at my honſe—do you 


conduct 
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| eonduſt him,“ Rowley, Fll go and give orders for his re- 


ception ( going: Mee uſed to rail at matrimony together 


—-he has ſtood firm to his text—But, Rowley, don't give 
him the leaſt hint that-my wife and I diſagree, for I would 


have him think (Heaven berger me; that we are a very 


happy couple. 


Nowl. Then you muſt be careful not- 60 quarrel whilſt 


he is here. 


Sir Pet. And fo we muſt—but that will be impoſſible 
Wer Rowley, when an old batchelor marries a 


young wife, he deſerves—aye, he deſerves——no—the 
crime carries the puniſhment along with it. 


* 
SCENE, Sir PETER Tearre' 8 Houſe. 
Enter Sir Pr TER and Lady TAZ LE. 


- Sir PETER, - 
ADY Teazle, Lady 'Teazle, I won't bear it. 
L. Teaz. Very well, Sir Peter, yon may bear it or 


not, juſt as you pleaſe; but I know 1 ought to have my 


own way in every thing, and what's more, I will. 


Sir Pet. What, madam! is there no W due to the 


authority of a huſband ? 


L. Teaz. Why, don't 1 know that no woman of faſhion 
does as ſhe is bid after her marriage. Though I was bred 


in the country, I'm no ſtranger to that: if you wanted me 
to be obedient, you ſhould have adopted me, and not mar- 
tied me—I'm fare you were old enouph. 


*”- 


Sir Pet. Aye, there it is.—Oons, madam, what right 
have you to run into all this extravagance ? | 


L. Teaz. I'm ſure I am not more extravagant than a 


- woman of quality ought to be. 


Sir Pet. *Slife, madam, I' have. no more ſums ſquan- 


dered away upon ſuch-unmeaning luxuries; you have as 
many flowers in your dreſſing room, as would turn the 
Pantheon into a green-houle ; or make a Fete Champetre 
at a ma 


L. Teaz. Lord, Sir Peter, am I to blame that flowers 


don't blow in cold weather; you muſt blame 2 
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and not me—l'm ſure, for my part, 1 wiſh it was pring 
all the year round, and that roſes grew under our feet. 

Sir. Pet. Zounds, madam, I ſhould not wonder at your 
extravagance, if you had been bred to it Had you any 
of theſe things before you married me ? | 

L. Teaz. Lord, Sir Peter, how can you be angry at thoſe 
little elegant expences ? ; 

Sir Pet. Had you any of thoſe little elegant expences 
when you married me? 

L. Teaz. For my part, I think you ought to be pleaſed 
your wife ſhould be thought a woman of taſte. 

Sir Pet. Zounds, madam, you had no taſte when'you 

married me. | | 

L. Teaz. Very true, indeed; and after having married 
you, I ſhould never pretend to taite again. 

Sir Pet. Very well, very well, madam; you have en- 
tirely forgot what your ſituat ion was when firſt I ſaw you, 

L. Teaz. No, no, I have not; a very diſagreeable ſitu- 
ation it was, or I'm ſure I never ſnould have married you. 

Sir Pet. You forget the humble ſtate I took you from 
the daughter of a poor country ſquire When I came 
to your father's, I found you fitting. at your tambour, in 
a linen gown, a bunch of keys to your fide, and your hair 
comb'd ſmoothly over a roll. 

L. Teaz. Yes, I remember very well; — my daily oecu- 
pations were to overlook the dairy, ſuperintend the poul- 
try, make extracts from the family receipt book, and 
comb my aunt Deborah's lap-dog. | 

Sir Pet. Oh! I am glad to find you have ſo good a re- 
collection. N | 

L. Teaz. My evening employments were to draw pat- 
terns for ruffles, which I had not materials to make up; 
play at Pope Joan with the curate ; read a ſermon to my 
aunt Deborah, or perhaps be ſtuck up at an old ſpianet 
to thrum my father to ſleep aſter a fox chace. 

Sir Pet. Then you was glad to take a ride out behind 
the butler, upon the old dock'd coach horſe. . 

I.. Teaz. No, no, I deny the butler and the coach horſe, 

Sir Pet. I ſay you did. This was your ſituation—Now, 
madam, you muſt have your coach, vis-a-vis, and three 
powdered footmen to walk before your chair; and in ſum- 
mer, two white cats 8 to Kenſington gardens - 
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and inſtead of your living in that hole in the country, 1 
Have brought you home here, made a woman of fortune 
ci you, 2 woman of quality—In ſhort, madam, I have 
made you my wife. 

L. Teaz. Well, and there is but one thing more you 
can now do to add to the obligation, and that is 

Sir Pet. To make you my widow, I ſuppoſe. 

L. Teaz. Hem! 

Sir Pet. Very well, madam, very well; I am much 
obliged to. you for the kint. 

L. Teaz. Why then will you force me to ſay ſhocking 
things to you? But now we have. finiſhed our morning 
converſation, I preſume I may go to my engagements at 
Lady Sneerwell's. 

Sir Pet. Lady Sneerwell -a precious acquaintance you 
have made with her too, and the ſet that frequent her 
houſe.— Such a ſet, mercy on us! Many a wretch who 
.has been drawn upon a hurdle, has done leſs miſchief 
than thoſe barterers of forged lies, coiners of ſcandal, and 
_ clippers of reputation. 

L. Teaz. How can you be fo ſevere; I'm ſure they are 
all people of faſhion, and very tenacious of reputation. 

Sir Pet. Yes, ſo tenacious of it, they'll not allow it to 
any but themſelves. _ 

L. Teaz. I-vow, Sir Peter, when I ſay an ill-natured 
thing I mean no harm by it, for I take it for granted 
they'd do the ſame by me. 

Sir Pet. They've made you as bad as any of them. 

L. Teaz. Yes—l think I bear my part with a tolerable 
grace 

Sir Pet. Grace, indeed! 

L. Teaz. Well, but Sir Peter, you know you promiſed 
to come. 


Sir Pet. Well, I ſhall juſt call in to look after my own 
character. 
L. Teaz. Then, upon my word, you muſt make hafte 
after me, or you'll be too late. [Exit Lady Teazle. 
Sir Pet. I have got much by my intended expoſtulation 
What a charming air ſhe has hat a neck, and how 
pleaſing ſhe ſhews her contempt of my authority | 
Well, 3 I can't make her love me, tis ſome — 
co teaze her a little, and I think ſhe never appears to ſuch 


a 2 ms vantage, 
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advantage, as when ſhe is doing every thing to vex and 
plague me. n 8 


SCENE, Lady SNEERWELL's Houſe. 


Enter Lady SNEERWELL, CRABTREE, Sir BENJAMIN, - 
Joseeu, Mrs Cax Dou, and MARIA. 


L. Sneer. Nay, poſitively we'll have it. 
Joſ. Aye, aye, the epigram by all means. 
Sir Benj. Oh! plague on it, tis mere nonſenſe; 

Crab. Faith, ladies, twas excellent for an extempore. 

Sir Benj. But, ladies, you ſhould be acquainted with 
the circumſtances —— You muſt know that one day laſt 
week, as Lady Bab Curricle was taking the duſt in Hyde 
Park, in a fort of duodecimo phaeton, fhe deſired me to 
write ſome verſes on ker ponies; upon which I took out 
my pocket book, and in a moment produced the follow- 
ing: | 

«© Sure never was ſeen too ſuck beautiful ponies, 

«© Other horſes are clowns, and theſe macaronies ; 

«© 'Fo give them this title I'm ſure can't be wrong, 

© Their legs are ſo ſlim, and their tails are ſo long.” 

Crab. There, ladies, — done ia the crack of a Whip 


Sand on horſeback: too! 


Foſ. Oh] a very Phœbus mounted 
Mrs Cand. I muſt have a copy. 
7 Enter Lady TRAZZLE. 
L. Sneer. Lady Teazle, how do you do, —lI hope we 
ſhall ſee Sir Peter. | 
L. Teaz. I believe he will wait on your ladyſhip pre- 
ſently. | 
L. Sneer. Maria, my love, you look grave; come, you 
ſhall fit down to piquet with Mr Surface. 
Mar. I take very little pleaſure” in cards—but Pll do 
as your Ladylhip pleaſes. | | 
L. Teaz. I wonder he would fit down to cards with Ma- 
ria, I thought he would have taken an opportunity of 
ſpeaking to me before Sir Peter came. [ Aſide. 
Mrs Cand. Well, now I'll forſwear his ſociety. [ Aſide. 
L. Teaz. What's the matter, Mrs Candour? 
Mrs Cand. Why, they are fo cenſorious they won't al- 
low our friend, Miſs Vermilion, to be handſome. 
ö 2 4 L. Sxeer. 
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L. Snecr. Oh, ſurely ſhe's a pretty woman. 
Crah, I'm glad you think ſo. 
Mrs Cars. She has a charming freſh: colour. 
L. Teaz. Yes, when it is freſh put on. 
Mrs Cand, Well, I'll ſwear tis natural, for I've ſeen it - 
come and go. 
L. Teaz. Yes, it comes at night, and goes again in 
the mornin 
Sir Ben. True, madam, it not only goes and comes; 
but what's more, egad her maid can fetch and carry it. 
Mrs Cand. Well, —and what do you think of her lifter ? | 
Crab. What, Mrs Evergreen—'toregad, ſhe's fix and | 
fifty if (he's a day. 4 | 
Mrs Cand. Nay, I'll ſwear two or three and ſixty is the | 


outiide—1 don't think ſhe looks more. | 

Sir Benj. Oh, there's no judging by her looks, unleſs 6 
we could ice her face. | 

L. Sneer. Weil, if Mrs Evergreen es take ſome | 
pains to repair the ravages of time, ſhe certainly effects | 
it with great ingenuity, "and ſurely that's better than the 
careleſs manner in which the widow Oaker chalks nigh 
wrinckles. 

Sir Benj. Nay, now my Lady Sneerwell, you are too | 
ſevere upon the widow—Come, it is not that ſhe paints 
fo ill, but when ſhe has finithed her face, ſhe joins it ſo 
badly to her neck, that ſhe looks like a mended ſtatue, in 
which the connoiſſeur may fee at once, that the head 1: 1s 
modern, though the trunk's antique. 

Crab. What do you think of Miſs Simper ? | | 

Sir Benj. Why ſhe bras pretty teeth. | 

J. Teaz. Yes, and upon that account never ſhuts her 
mouth, but keeps it always a-jar, as it * thus (ſbeus 
her teeth. ) 

Ones. Ha, ha, ha. 

L. Teaz. And yet, I vow that's better than the pains 
Mrs Prim takes to conceal her loſſes in front ;—ſhe draws 
her mouth till it reſembles the aperture of a poor box, 
and all her words appear to ſlide out Fee as it 
were, thus—— _ | 

« How do you do, madam *—Yes, madam.” I 

L. Sneer. Ha, ha, ha; very well, Lady 'Teazle—1 vow | 
vou appear to be a Little ſevere. | | 
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L. Teaz. In defence of a friend, you know, it is but 

juſt.— But here comes Sir Peter to ſpoil our pleaſantry. 
Enter Sir Prrx. 

Sir Pet. Ladies, your ſervant—mercy upon me — The 
whole ſet—a character dead at every ſentence. [ Aſide. 

Mrs Card. They won't allow good qualities to any one 
not even good- nature to our friend Mrs Purfey. 

Crab. What! the old fat dowager that was at Mrs 
Quacdrille's laſt night. 

Mrs Cand. Her bulk is her misſortune; EA when ſhe 
takes ſuch pains to get rid of it, yOu ought not to reflect 
on her. 

L. Sneer. That's very true, deed,” 

L. Teaz. Yes.—lI am told ſhe abſolutely. lives upon 
acids and ſmall whey, laces herſelf with pullies ;—often- 
in the hotteſt day in Summer, you ſhall ſee her on a little 


_ ſquat poney, with her hair platted and turned up like a 


drummer, and away ihe goes puffing round the ring in a 
full trot. | 

Sir Pet. Mercy on me! this is her own relation; a 
perſon they dine with twice a-week. 2 Af de. 

Mrs Cand. I vow you ſhan't be ſo ſevere upon the dow- 
ager; for, let me tell you, great allowances are to be 
made for a woman who ſtrives to paſs for a flirt at ſix and- 
thirty. 

I. * Though ſurely ſhe's handſome Rill; and for- 
the weakneſs in her eyes, conſidering how much the reads 
by candle-light, *tis not to be wondered at. 

Mrs Cand. Very true; and for her manner, I think it 
very graceful, conſidering, ſhe never had any education; 


for her mother, you know, was a Welch milliner, and 


her father a ſugar-baker at Briſtol. 

Sir Benj. Aye, you are both of ye too good - natured. 

Mrs Cand. Well, I never will join in the ridicule of a 
friend; ſo I tell my couſin Ogle, and ye all know what 
pretenſions ſhe has to beauty. | 

Crab. She has tbe oddeſt countenance—colleQion of 
features from all corners of the globe. 

Sir Benj. She has, 'indeed, an Iriſh front. 

Crab. Caledonian locks. 

Sir Benj. Dutch noſe, 

Crab. Auſtrien lips, 


Sir B en. 
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- Sir Benj. The complexion of a Spaniard. 
Cr ib. And teeth a la Chinoiſe. 


Sir Benj. In ſhort, her face reſembles a table drote at 


Spa, where no two guelts are of a nation. 

Crab. Or a Congreſs at the cloſe of a general war, where 
every member ſeems to have a different intereſt, and the 
noſe and chin are the only parties likely to join iſſue. 

Str Benj. Ha, ha, ha. 

L. Sneer. Ha, ha,. — Well, I. vow you are a couple of 
provoking toads.” 

- Mrs Cond. Weil; I vow-you ſhan't carry the laugh ſo, 

— let me tell you that, Mrs Ogle. 

Sir Pet. Madam, madam, 'tis impoſſible to ſtop thoſe 
good gentlemens tongues; but when I tell you, Mrs Can- 
dour, that the lady they are ſpeaking of is a particular 
friend of mine, I hope you will be ſo good as not to-un- 
dertake her defence. 

IL. Sneer. Well ſaid; Sir Peter; but you are a cruel crea- 
ture, too phlegmatic yourſelf for a wit, and too peeviſh 
to allow it to others. 

Sir Pet. True wit, madam, is- more nearly allied to 
yood-natute than you are aware of. 

L. Teaz. True, Sir Peter; I believe they are ſo near 
a-kin that they can never be united. 

Sir Benj. Or rather, madam, ſuppoſe them to be man 
and wife, one ſo ſeldom ſees them together. 

L. Teuz. But Sir Peter is ſuch an enemy to ſcandal; T 

believe he would have it put down by parliament. 
Sir Pet. *Foregad, madam, if they conſidered the ſport- 
ing with reputations of as much conſequence as poaching 
on manors, and paſſed an act for the preſervation of fame, 
they would find many would thank them for the bill. 

L. Sneer. O lud — Sir Peter would deprive us of our 

tvileges. 

Sir Pet. Yes, madam; and none then ſhould have the 
liberty to kill characters, and run down reputations, but 
frivileged old maids, and diſappointed widows. 

L. Sneer. Go, you monſter! 


Mrs Cand. But ſurely you would not be ſo ſevere on 


thoſe who only report what they hear ?. 
Sir Pet. Yes, madam, I would have law for them too; 
and where-ever the drawer of the lie was not to be found, 
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the injured party ſnould have a right to come on any of 
the indorſers. 

Crab. Well, I verily believe there never was a "WIE 
ous ſtory without ſome foundation. 

Sir Pet. Nine, out of ten are formed © on 1 ſome ma. icious 
invention, or idle repreſentation. 

L. Sneer. Come, ladies, ſhall we ſit down to cards in the 
next room ? 

Enter a SERVANT, - who whiſpers Sir Parra. | 
Sir Pet. I'll come directiy—I IU tteal away unperceived. 


Af de. 

L. Sneer. Sir Peter, you're not leaving „„ 

Sir Pet. I beg pardon, ladies, tis particular buſineſs, and 
1 muſt—But I leave my character behind me. [Ext. 

Sir Beuj. Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that lord of yours 
is a ſtrange being; I could tell you ſome ſtories of him would 
make you laugh heartily, if he was not your huſband. 

L. eaz. Oh, never mind that.— This way. 

| They walk up and excunt. 

Fo. You take no pleaſure in this ſociety. 

Mar. How can I? If, to raiſe. a malicious mile at the 
misfortunes and infirmities of thoſe who are unhappy, be 
a proof of wit and humour, Heaven grant me a double 
portion of; dulneſs. 

Jeſ. And yet, thay have no malice in their hearts. 

Mar. Then it is the more inexcuſeable, ſince nothin 


but an un governable depravity of heart could COT them. - 
. to ſuch a practice. 


Foſ. Aud is it poſſible, Maria, that vou can thus feel 


for others, and yet be cruel to me alone !—ls hope to be 


denied the tendereſt paſſion? 
Mar. Why will you perſiſt to pee me on a ſubject 


on which yeu have long ſince known my ſentiments. 


of. Oh, Maria, you would not be thus deaf to me, but 


That Charles, that libertine, : is ſtill a favoured rival. 


Mar. Ungenerouſly urged! but whatever my ſentiments 


are, with regard to that.unfortunate young man, be aſſur- 
ed, I ſhall not conſider myſelf more bound to give him up, 


| . his misfortunes have loſt him the regards - even of 
a brother Going out. 


Jeſ. Nay, Maria, yon ſhall not leave me with afrown ; 


by all that's honeſt I ſwear—{(Kneg!s, and ſees Lady T eazle, 


ener ing 
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entering behind) Ah! Lady Teazle, ah! you thall not ftir.— 


(To Maria) I have the greateſt regard in the world for La- 


dy 'Teuzle, but if Sir Peter was once to ſuſpect 
Mar. Lady Teazle. | 
L. Teaz. What is all this, child! Yon are wanting in the 
next room. (Exit Maria) What is the meaning of all 
this What! did you take her for me? | | 
Foſ. Why, you mutt know—Maria—by fome means 
ſaſpeting—the—great regard I entertain for your Lady- 
ſhip—was—was—threatning—if I did not deſiſt, to ac- 
- quaint Sir Peter—and as juſt reaſoning with her 
L. Teaz. You ſeem to have adopted a verytender method 
of reafoning—pray, do you uſually argue on your knees? 
of. Why, you know, ſhe's but a child, and I thought 
.a little bombaſt might be uſeful to keep her filent.—— 
But, my dear Lady Teazle, when will you come and give 
me your opinion of my library. 
L. Teaz. Why, I really begin to think it not ſo proper: 
and you know I admit you as a lover no farther than fa- 


| 


ſhion dictates. | 

7% Oh, no more; —a mere Platonic Ciciſbeo, that eve- 
ry lady is intitled to. 

L. Teaz. No further and though Sir Peter's treatment 
may make me uneaſy, it ſhall never provoke me: 

Joſ. To the only revenge in your power. | 

L. Teaz. Go, you inſinuating wretch——but we ſhall 
de miſſed, let us join the company. | 

Fof. Vl follow your Ladythip. 


L. Teaz. Don't ſtay long, for I promiſe you Maria ſhan't 


come to hear any more of your reaſoning. [ Exit, 
: Jo A pretty ſituation I am in—by gaining the wife I 
Mall loſe the heireſs.—I at firſt intended to make her La- 
dyſhip only the inſtrument in my deſigns on Maria, but 
I don't know how it is—I am become her ſerious admirer. 
I] begin now to wiſh I had not made a point of gaining ſo 
very good a character, for it has brought me into ſo many 
. confounded rogueries, that I fear I ſhall be expoſed at laſt. 


| 


SCENE, in PETER TRAZzLE's Houſe. 
Enter 


ir Orrver and Rowrzr. 


Sir Oo. Ha, ha, and fo my old friend is married at laſt, 
eh Rowley,—and ws young wife out of the country, ha, 


| 
| 
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' Ha, ha. That he ſhould buff to old batchelors ſo long, 
and fink into a huſband at laſt. 
Rol. But let me beg of you, fir, nct to rally him up- 
2 on the ſubject, for he cannot bear it, though he has been 
| wa married theſe ſeven months. | 
| Sir Oliv. Then he has been juſt half a year on the ſtool 
of repentance. Poor Sir Peter But you ſay he has 
entirely given up Charles never ſees him, eh? 
 Rowl. His prejudice againſt him is aſtoniſhing, and I 
believe is greatly aggravated by a ſuſpicion of a connec- 
tion between Charles and Lady Teazle, and ſuch a report 
I know has been circulated and kept up, by means of La- 
4. dy Sneerwell, and a ſcandalous party who aſſociate at her 
houſe; where, - 1 am convinced, if there is any partiality 
an the 'caſe, Joſeph is the favourite. 
AR Sir Oliv. Aye, aye,—I know there are a ſet of miſ- 
chievous pratting goſſips, both male and female, who mur- 
der characters to Kill time, and rob a young fellow of his 
good name, before he has ſenſe enough to know the value 
of it But I am not to be prejudiſed againſt my nephew by 
any ſuch, I promiſe you No, no, if Charles has done no- 
thing falſe or mean, I ſhall compound for his extravagance, 
Rowl. 1 rejoice, fir, to hear you ſay ſo; and am happy 
to find the ſon of my old maſter has one friend left hows 


ever. | 
| Sir Oliv. What! ſhall I forget, maſter Rowley, when 
I was at his years myſelf ? Egad, neither my brother 


nor J were very prudent youths, and yet, I believe, you 
have not ſeen many better men than your old maſter was. 
Rowl. Tis that reflection I build: my hopes on—and, 
my life on't! Charles will prove deſerving-of your kind- 
| neſs. But here comes Sir Peter. 
Enter Sir PETER. | 
Sir Pet. Where is he! Where is Sir Oliver ? Ah, 
my dear friend, I rejoice to ſee you You are wel- 
come indeed you are welcome you are welcome to 
England a thouſand——and a thouſand times | 
Sir Oliv. Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter ——and I 
am glad to find you ſo well, believe me. | 
Sir Pet. Ah, Sir Oliver — Tis ſixteen years ſince laſt 
we ſaw each other A a bout we * had e 
in our time! | 


D | Sie 
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Sir Oliv. Aye! I have had my ſhare. But what, 
I find you are married—hey, old boy Well, well, it 
can't be helped, and fo I wiſh you joy with all my heart. 

Sir Pet. Thank you, thank you—Yes, Sir Oliver, I 
have entered into that happy ſtate——but we won't talk 
of that now. 

Sir Oliv. That's true, Sir Peter, old friends ſhould not 
begin upon grievances at their firſt mecting, no, no, no. 

Rol. (Aſide to Sir Oliver) Have a care, fir ;—don't 
touch upon that ſubject. | 

Sir Oliv. Well, —-ſo one of my nephews, I find, is 2 
wild young rogue. | 

Sir Pet. Oh, my dear friend, I grieve at your diſap- 


pointment there—Charles- is, indeed, a fad libertine— 


but no matter, Joſeph will make you ample amends— 
every body ſpeaks well of him. 


Sir Oliv. I am very ſorry to hear it; he has too good a 


character to be an honeſt fellow —Every. body ſpeaks well 
of him—pſhaw—thenhe has bowed as low to knaves and 
fools, as to the honeſt dignity of genius and virtue. 

Sir Pet. What the plague! are you angry with Joſeph 
for not making enemies. 

Sir Oliv. Why not? if he has merit enough to deſerve 
them. 

Sir Pet. Well, well, ſee him, and you'll be 8 
' how worthy he is —He's a pattern for all the young men 
of the age.—He's a man of the nobleſt ſentiments. 

Sir Oliv. Oh !' plague of his ſentiments—If he falutes 
me with a ſcrap of morality in his mouth I ſhall be ſick 
directly.ä— But don't however miſtake me, Sir Peter, I 
don't mean to defend Charles's errors ; . but before 1 form 


my judgment. of either of them, I intend to make a trial 


of their hearts, and my friend Rowley and I have planned 
ſomething for that purpoſe. 

Sir Pet. My life . ee honour. 

Sir Oliv. Well, we give us a bottle of good wine, 
and we'll drink your Lady' s health, and tell 1 * our 
ſchemes. 

Sir Per. Alons—done. 

Sir Oliv. And don't, Sir Peter, be too ſevere againſt 
your old friend's ſon—Odds my life, 1 am not ſorry he 
2 Has run a little out of the courſe for my part, I hate to 


ſee 
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ſee prudence clinging to the green ſuckers of youth; *tis- - 
like ivy round the ſaplin, and ſpoils the growth of the 

F Exeunt.. - - 


o 


— FF: rs 
CT 
SCENE, Sir PeTzR TEAEZLE's Houſe, 


Enter Sir PETER, Sir OLIVER, and ROWLEY. 


Sir PETER. 


TTELL,-well, we'll ſee this man firſt, and then have 


our wine afterwards.— But Rowley, I don't ſee the 


jeſt of your ſcheme. 


Rowl. Why, fir, this Mr Stanley was a near relation of 
their mother's, and formerly an eminent merchant in - 


Dublin—he failed in trade, and is greatly reduced; he 
has applied by letter to Mr Surface and Charles for aſ- 


ſiſtance from the former of whom he has received no- 


thing but fair promiſes; while Charles, in the midſt of 


his own diſtreſſes, is at preſent endeavouring to raiſe a ſum 
of money, part of which I know he intends for the uſe 


of Mr Stanley. 
Sir Oliv. Aye— he's my brother's ſon. 


Rowl. Now, fir, we propoſe, that Sir Oliver ſhall viſit 


them both, in the character of Mr Stanley; as I have in- 


formed them he has obtained leave of his creditors to wait. 


on his friends in perfon—and in on tor vor believe me, 
you'll find one, who, in the midſt of diſſipation and ex- 


travagance, has ſtill, as our immortal bard expreſſes it, 


A tear for jity, and a hand open as day for melting charity. 
Sir Pet. What ſignifies his open hand and purſe, if he 


has nothing to give? But where is this perſon you were | 


ſpeaking of ? 


Rowl. Below, fir, waiting your commands-—You muſt - 
know, Sir Oliver, this'is a friendly Jew; one who, to do - 
him juſtice, has done every thing in his power to aſſiſt 


Charles Who waits (Enter a Servant) defire Mr Moſes 
to walk up. eee [Exit Servant. 
Sir Pet. But how are you ſure he'll-ſpeak truth ? 

Rowl. Why, fir, IJ have perſuaded him there's no pro- 
ſpect of his being paid ſeveral ſums of money he has ad- 


4 D 2 vanged -- 
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vanced for Charles, but through the bounty of Sir Oliver; 


who he knows is in town; therefore you may depend on 


his being faithful. to his interefi—Qb/? here comes the 
honeſt liraclite. 

Enter Mos Es. 
Sir Oliver, this is Mr Moles. 
Oliver. 


Sir Oliv. I an you W lately had great deal- 


ings with my nephew Charles. 


Mok Ves, Sir Oliver—I have done all I could for him, 


but he was ruined before he came to me for aſſiſtance. 

Sir Oliv. That was unlucky truly, for you had no op- 
portunity of ſhewing your talent. 

Moſ. None at all; I had not the pleaſure of knowing 
Bis diſtreſſes, till he was ſome thouſands worſe than no- 
thin 

sr Oliv. Unfortunate indeed! But I ſuppoſe you have 
done all in your power for him. 


N. Yes, he knows that This very evening I was to 


have brought him a gentleman from the city, who does 
not know him, and will advance him ſome monies, 


Sir Pet. What! a perſon that Charles has never bor- 


rowed money of before, lend him any in his. preſent cir» 
cumſtances. | | 
Moſ. Ves. 5 
Sir, Oliv. What i is the gentleman's name? 
Mef.. Mr Premium, of Crutched Friars, formerly a. 
broker. 
Sir Pet. Does he know Mr Premium! ? 
Moſ. Not at all. 


1 


Sir Bet. A thought ſtrikes me Suppoſe, Sir Oliver, 
you was to viſit him in that character; twill be much 


better than the romantic one of an old relation; you will 
then have an opportunity of ſceing Sir Charles in all his 
lory. 

. Sie Oliv. od, I like that idea better. than the other, 

and then I may viſit Joſeph afterwards as old Stanley. 
Rowl: Gentlemen, this is taking Charles rather una- 

wares ;- but Moſes, you underſtand Sir Oliver, and I dare 

fay will be faithful.” 

M/. You may depend upon. me,—This is very near 

the. time I was to have. * | 


Mr Moſes, this is Sir 


1 Sir Oliv. 


A 


—— —— li . 
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Sir Oliv. I'll accompany you as ſoon as you pleaſe, 


Moſes— But hold—I had forgot one thing——how the 
plague ſhall I be able to paſs tor a Jew? 


Mof. There is no necd—the principal! is a Chriſtian. 
Sir Oliv. Is he? lam very ſorry for it But then again; 
am I not too ſmartly dreſſed to look like a money- lender? 


Sir Pet. Not at-all—it would not be out of character if 


you went in your on chariot ; would it, Moles ? 
Moſ. Not in the leaſt. 
Sir Oliv. Well, but how muſt I talk ? There's certainly 


ſome caut of uſucy, or mode of treating, that 1 ought to 


know. 


Sir Pet. As I take it, Sir Oliver, the great point is to 
be exorbitant in your a Moſcs? 


Moſ. Ves, dat. is very great point. 

Sir Oliv. Vl anſwer for't I'll not be wanting in that, 
eight or ten per cent. on the loan at leaſt. 

Mof. Oh! if you aſk him no more as dat you'll be diſ- 
covered immediately. 

Sir Oliv. Hey, what. the plague—how much then ? 

Moſ. That depends upon the circumſtances—if he ap- 
pears not very anxious for the ſupply, you ſhould require 
only forty or fifty per cent. but if you find him in great di- 
ſtreſs, and he wants money very bad, you mult aſk double. 

Sir Pet. Upon. my. word, Sir Oliver—Mr Premium I 
mean—'tis.a.very pretty trade you're learning. 12 

Sir Oliv. Truly I think ſo; and not unprofitable. 

Moſ. Then you know you have not the money yourſelf, 
but are forced to borrow it of a friend. 

Sir Oliv. Oh! I borrow it for him of a friend do I ?: 

Mef. Yes, and your friend's an unconſcionable dog 
but you can't help dat. 


Sir Oliv. Oh! my friend's an unconſcionable dog—is he? 


of. And then he himſelf has not the monies by him, 
but is forced to ſell ſtock at a great loſs. 

Sir Oliv. He's forced to ſell ſtock at a great loſs 
well, really, that's very kind of him. 

Sir Pet. But hark'ye, Moſes, if Sir Oliver was to rail 


alittle at the annuity bill, donꝰ t you think it POUR Dare a 


good effect? 
Meſ. Very much. 


Rowl, And lament that a young man muſt now come 
; | to 


— — 
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to years of diſcretion, before he has it in his power to 
ruin himſelf. | | % 
Me. Aye! a great pity. 
Sir Pet. Yes, and abuſe the public for allowing merit 
to a bill, whoſe only object was to preſerve youth and in- 
experience from the rapacious gripe of ufury, and to give 


the young heir an opportunity of enjoying his fortune, 


without being ruined by coming into poſſeſſion. 

Sir Oliv. So—ſo,—— Moſes ſhall give me further in- 
ſtructions as we go together. 

Sir Pet. You'll ſcarce have time to learn your trade, for 
Charles lives but hard by. 

Sir Oliv. Oh! never fear my tutor appears fo able, 
that tho' Charles lived in the next ſtreet, it muſt be my 
own fault if I am not a complete rogue before I have turn- 
ed the corner. [Exeunt Sir Oliver and Moſes. 


Sir Pet. So Rowley, you would have been partial, and 


iven Charles notice of our plot. 

Rowl. No indeed, Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet. Well, I fee Maria coming, I want to have 
ſome talk with her. | [Exit Rowley. 

Enter MARIA. | | 
So Maria, What, is Mr Surface come home with you? 

Mar. No, fir, he was engaged. 

Sir Pet. Maria, 1 wiſh you were more ſenſible to his 
excellent qualities, - does not every time you are in his 
py convince you of the merit of that amiable young 
man! 


Mar. You know, Sir Peter, I have often told yon, that 


of all the men who have paid me a particular attention, 
there is not one I would not ſooner prefer, than Mr Sur- 
face. 8 

Sir Pet. Aye, aye, this blindneſs to:his merit proceeds 
from your attachment'to that profligate brother of his. 

Mar. This is unkind; you know, at your requeſt, I 
have forborn to ſee or correſpona with him, as I have 
long been convinced he is unworthy my regard; but while 
my reaſon condemns his vices, my heart ſuggeſts ſome pi- 
ty for his misfortunes. 8785 


Sir Pet. Ah! you had beſt refolve to think of him ne 


more, but give your heart and hand to a worthier object. 
Mar. Never to his brother. 


Sir Pet. 
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Sir Pet. Have a care, Maria, I have not yet made you 
Know what the authority of a guardian is, don't force me 
to exert it. 5 

Mar. I know, that for a ſhort time I am to obey you 
as my father, — but muſt ceaſe to think you ſo, when you 

would compel me to be miſerable. | [ Exit in tears. 

Sir Pet. Sure never man was. plagued as I am; I had 

not been married above three weeks, before her father, a 
heal hearty man, died;—on purpoſe, I believe, to plague 
me with the care of his daughter: but here comes my 
help-mate, the ſeems in mighty good humour; I wiſh I 
could teize her into loving me a little. 
Enter Lady TAZ LE. | 

L. Teazi What's the matter, Sir Peter? What have 

you done to Maria? It is not fair to quarrel, and I not by. 

Sir Pet. Ah! Lady 'Teazle, it is in your power to put 
me into good humour at any time. | 

L. Teaz. Is it? I am glad of it—for I want you to be 
in a monſtrous: good humour now; xome+do be good hu- 

moured, and let me have too hundred pounds. 

Sir Pet; What the plague ! can't I be in a good humour 
without paying for it,—but look always thus, and you 
| ſhall want for nothing. (Pulls out a pecket-book)) There, 

there's two hundred pounds for you, (going to kiſs) now 
ſeal me a bond for the repayment. 


IL. Teaz. No, my note of hand will do as well. (Giving 

Her hand.) | 
Sir Pet: Well, well, I muſt he. ſatisfied with that 

you ſhan't much longer reproach me for not having made 
you a proper ſettlement——1 intend ſhortly to ſurpriſe 
Fo. 10 

L. Teaz. Do you? You can't think, Sir Peter, how 


good humour becomes you; now you look juſt as you did 
before I married you. 


Sir Pet. Do I indeed? B30; 
L. Teaz. Don't you remember when you uſed to walk 
- with me under the elms, and tell me ſtories of what a gal- 
lant you were in your youth, and aſked me if 1 could like 
an old fellow, who could deny me nothing. 0. 
Sir Pet. Aye, and you were ſo attentive and obliging to 
me then. | 
IL. Teaz. Aye, to be ſure I was, and uſed to take your 
| part 
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part againſt all my acquaintance; and when my coffin 
Sophy uſed to laugh at me, for thinking of marrying a man 
old enough to be my father, and call“ you an ugly, ſtiff, 
formal old batchelor, I contradicted her, and ſaid I di d 
not think you ſo ugly by any means, and that ! dar'd lar, 
you would make a good ſort of a huſband. 

Sir Pet. That was very kind of you— Well, * vou 


were not miſtaken, you have found it fo, hewe not you? 


hut ſhall we always live thus happy! ? 
L. Teaz. With all my heart ;—!'m--I don't care how 
ſoon we leave off quarrelling—prov ided io will own you 


are tired firſt. 


Sir Pet. With all my heart. 

L. Teaz. Then we thall-be as happy es the day is long, 
and: never, 'never,—never quarrel more. 

Sir Pet. Newest weren and let our future con- 


teſt be, who ſhall be moſt obliging. 5 ˖ 


L. Teaz. Aye 

Sir Pet. But, my dear Lady Teazle— my love, in—in- 
deed you muſt keep a ſtrict watch over your temper— for, 
you know, my dear, that in all our diſputes and nel, 
vou always begin firſt. 

L. Tedz. No, 5 Sir Peter, my dear, tis always you 
that begins. 

Sir Pet. No, no no ſuch thing. 
I.. Teaz. Have a care, this is not the way to live happy, 
if you fly out thus. 

Sir Pet. No, no—'tis you. 

L. Teaz. No—'tis you. 

Sir Pet. Zounds I ſay tis von. 

L. Teaz. Lord! I never ſaw ſuch a man in my life. 
Juſt what my couſin Sophy told me. 

Sir Pet. Your couſin Sophy is a forward, auey, im- 
pertinent minx. 

L. Teaz. You are a very great bear, I am ſure, to abuſe 
my relations. 

Sir Pet. But I am well enough ſerved for marrying 1 you 
Aa pert, forward, rural coquette; who had refuſed half 


the honeſt "quires i in the country. 


L. Teaz. I am ſure I was a great fool for marrying you 


- —a {tiff, crop, dangling old batchelor, who was unmarried 
at fifty, becauſe no body would have him. 


& $ © 


Sir Pet. 
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Sir Pct. You was'very glad to have me—you never had 


ſuch an offer before. 

L. Teaz. Oh, yes I had—there was Sir Tivey Ferrier, 
who, every body ſaid, would be a better match; for his 
eſtate was full as good as yours, -and—he has broke his 
neck ſince we were married, 

Sir Pet. Very—-very well, madam—-you're an ungrate- 


ful woman; and may plagues light on me, if I ever try 


to be friends with you Rs: —You ſhall have a ſeparate 
maintenance. 

L. Teaz. By all means a ſeparate maintenance. 

Sir Pet. Very well, madam Oh, very well. Aye, 
madam, and I believe the ſtories of vou and Charles. 


of you and Charles, en , were not without found- 
ation. 


L. Teaz. Take care, Sir Peter; take care what you ſay, 


for I won't be inſpected without a cauſe, I promiſe you. 
Sir Pet. A divorce ! 
L. Teaz. Aye, à divorce. 
Sir Pet. Aye, zounds! I'll make an example of myſelf 
for the benefit of all old batchelors. 
L. Teaz. Well, Sir Peter, I ſee you are going to be in 
a paſſion, fo I'll leave vou, and when vou come properly 
to your temper, we ſhall be the happieſt couple in the 
world ; ; and never—never—quarrel more, Ha, ha, ha. 
Exit. 
Sir Pet. What the devil! can't I make her angry nei- 
ther.— I'll after her—Zounds—ſhe muſt not preſume to 
keep her temper.— No, no, —ſhe may break my heart 
but damn 1t—P'm determin'd ſhe ſhan't keep her temper, 
Lal. 


SCENE, CHARLESs's Houſe, 
Enter Trip, Sir OlivER and Moss. 


| Trip. This way, gentlemen, this way. — Moſes, what? 8 
the gentleman's name? 


Sir Oliv. Mr Moſes, what's my name? CAfide. 
M). Mr Premium. 
Trip. Oh, Mr Premium, —very well. Exil. 


Sir Oliv. To judge by the ſervant, one would not ima- 
2 the maſter was e chis was my brother's 


oule, 
| E of. 
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. Mof. Yes, fir, —Mr Charles bought it of Mr Joſeph, 
with furniture, pictures, &c. juſt as the old gentleman 
. it. Sir Peter thought it a great piece of extravagance 
in him. | | | 
Sir Oliv. In my mind, the other's cxconomy in ſelling. 
it to hin, was more reprehenfible by half. 
| | | Enter Trae. W 
Trip. Gentlemen, my maſter is very ſorry he has com- 
pany. at preſent, and cannot ſee you. 
Sir Oliv. If he knew who it was that wanted to ſee 
him, perhaps he would not have ſent ſuch a meſſage. 


Trip. Oh! yes, I told him who it was—I did not for- 


get my little Premium, no, no. | 
Sir Oliv. Very well, fir; and pray what may your 

name be? | 0 
Trip. Trip, ſir; Trip, at your ſervice. 


Sir Oliv. Very well, Mr Trip Tou have a pleaſant 


ſort of a place here, I gueſs. ä 

Trip. Pretty Well There are four of us, who paſs 
our time agreeably r wages, indeed, are but 
ſmall, and ſometimes a little in arrear— We have but 
fifty guineas a year, and find our own bags and bouquets. 
Sir Oliv. Bags and bouquets !—Halters and baſtinadoes! 
Trip. Oh, Moſes, hark'ye—did you get that little bill 
diſcounted fer me ? 

Sir Oliv. Wants to raiſe money too !—Mercy on me! 
— He has diſtrefles, I warrant, like a lord and affects 
creditors and duns. | [Afede. 

Mof. Twas not to be done, indeed, Mr Trip. 

| | [Gives the notes 

Trip. No! Why I thought when my friend Bruſh had 
ſet his mark on it, it was as good as caſh. - 

Me. No, indeed, it would not do. 5 

Trip. Perhaps you could get it done by way of annuity. 
Sir Oliv. An annuity !—A footman raiſe money by an- 
nuity — Well ſaid, luxury, egad. [Aſido. 
Moſ. Well, but you muſt inſure your place. | 

Trip. Oh! I'll inſure my life, if you pleaſe. 
Sir Oliv. That's more than I would your neck. [Aſide. 

Trip. Well, but I ſhould like to have it done before 
this damn'd regiſtry takes place; one would not wiſh to 
have one's name made public, | 
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M.. No certainly But is there nothing you could des 
olit ? 

. Trip. Why, there's none. of my. maſter's cloaths will 
fall very ſoon, I believe; but I can give a mortgage on 
ſome of his winter ſuits, with equity of redemption be- 
fore Chriſtmas—or a poſt obit on his blue and ſilver. Now 
theſe, with a few pair of point ruffles, by way of ſecurity, 
(bell rings) coming, coming. Gentlemen, if you'll walk 
this way, perhaps I may introduce you now,—Moſes, 


don't forget the aunuity.—I“ Ul inſure my place, my little 


fellow. 
Sir Oliv. If the man is the Gd of the maſter, this 
is the temple of Diſſipation indeed. [Exeunt omnes. 


Cnankks, CARELESS, Sir Tony, hd Gentlemen diſco- 
vered drinking. | + 

Char. Ha, ha, ha, Fore anden you are in the 
right the degeneracy of the age is aſtoniſhing; there are 
many of our acquaintance who are men of wit, genius, 


and ſpirit, but then they won't drink. 


Care. True, Charles; they ſink into the more ſubſtan- 
tial luxuries of the table, and quite neglect the bottle, 
Char. Right—beſides, ſociety ſuffers by it; for inſtead 


of the mirth and humour that uſed to mantle over à bot- 


tle of Burgundy, their converſation is become as inſipid 


as the Spa water they drink, which has all the pertneſs 


of Champaigne, without its ſpirit or flavour. 
Sir Toby. But what will you ſay to thoſe who prefer 
play to the bottle! There's Harry, Dick, and Cares 


leſs himſelf, who are under a hazard regimen. 


Char. Pſha! no ſuch thing—What, would you train a 


horſe for the courſe by keeping him from corn? Let me 


throw upon a bottle of Burgundy, and I never loſe; at 


leaſt I never feel my loſs, and that's the ſame thing. 


1ſt Gent. True; beſides, tis wine that determines if a 
man be really i in love. 


Char. So it is——Fill up a dozen bumpers to a dozen 


beauties, and ſhe that floats at the top, is ne girl that bas 


bewitched you. 
Care. But come, Charles, you have not given us your 


real favourite. 


N Faith, I have rr her only in compaſſion 
to 
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to you, for if I give her, you muſt toaſt a round of her 
peers, which is impoſſible, (/ighs) on earth. 

Care. We'll toaſt ſome heathen deity, or celeſtial god- 
deſs, to match her. | 

Char. Why then bumpers—bumpers all around—Here' 5 
Mariz—Maria.—{ Sighs) 

1ſt Gent. Maria—pſha,- give us her — 

Char. Pſha——Hang her ſirname, that's too formal to 
be regiſtered on love's Kalendar. 

1 f Gent. Maria then-—Here's Maria. 

Sir Toby. Maria—Come, here's Maria. 

Char, Come, Sir Toby, have a care; yo — gire 2 
heauty ſuperlative. he 23 

Sir Toby. Then I'll give you——Here' —— 

Care. Nay, never heſitate.— But Sir Toby has got a ſong 
that will excuſe him. 

Omnes. The fong—the ſong. 


8. ON G. 


Here's to the maiden of bluſhing fifteen, 
No to the widow of fifty; | 
Here's to the flaunting extravagant quean, 
And then to the Houſewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toaſt paſs, drink to the loſs, 
T warrant ſ:e'll find an excuſe for the glafs. 


Here's to the charmer whoſe dimples we prize, 
Now to the damſel with none, fir ; 
Here's to the maid with her pair of blue eyes, 
And now to the nymph with but os, fir, 
: Let the toaſt paſs, &c. | 


Here's to the maid with her boſom of "RT 
No to her that's as brown as a berry; 
Here's to the wife with her face full of woe, 
And now to the damſel that's merry. 
Let the toaſt paſs, & c. 


For let them be clumſy, or let them be ths 
Young or ancient I care not a feather 

So fill us a bumper quite up to the brim, 4 
And een let us toaſt them together. WE KT 


en the toaſt paſs, c. 1 ood as: 


takes—Mr Premium, this is 
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| Tir enters and whiſpers CHARLES, 
Char. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon 3 (rifing) ! 
muſt leave you upon buſineſs—Careleſs, take the chair. 
Care. What, this is ſome wench-—but we won't loſe 
you for her. 


Char. No, upon my honour—It is only a Jew and a bra» 


ker that are come by appointment. 
Care. A Jew-and a broker! we'll have em in. 
Char. Then deſire Mr Moſes to walk in. 

Trip. And little Premium too, fir. 


Care. Aye, Moſes and Premium. [Exit Trip] Charles, 


we'll give the raſcals ſome generous Burgundy. | 
Char. No, hang it—wine but draws forth the natural 
qualities of a man's heart, and to make them drink, 
would only be to whet their knavery. 
| Enter Sir OR and Moges. 
Walk in, gentlemen, walk in ; 'Frip, give chairs; fit down 
Mr Premium, fit down Moſes. Glaſſes, Trip; come, Mo- 
ſes, I'll give you a-ſentiment. © Here's ſucceſs to ufury.” 
Moſes, fill the gentleman a bumper. n 
Moeſ. Here's ſueceſs to uſury. 
Care. True, Charles, uſury is induſtry, and deſerves to 
Facceed. | 
Sir Ov. Then here's All the ſueceſs it deſerves.” | 
Care. Oh, dam'me, fir, that won't do; you demur to 
the toaſt, and ſhall drink it in a pint bumper at leaſt. 
Ate}. Oh, pray fir, eonfider Mr Premium is a gentleman. 
Care. And therefore loves good wine, and I'll ſee juſ- 
tice done to the bottle.— Fill, "Moſes, a quart. - 
Char. Pray, conſider gentlemen, Mr Premium is a 
ſtranger. | | 
Sir Oliv. I with I was out of their company. [Aſide. 
Care. Come along, my boys, if they won't drink with 
us, we'll not ſtay with them; the dice are in the next 
room Vou'll ſettle your buſineſs, Charles, and come to us. 
Char. Aye, aye— But, Careleſs, you muſt be ready, 
perhaps I may have occaſion for you. 
Care. Aye, aye, bill, bond, or annuity, tis alt the ſame 
to me. Exit with the veſt. 
Meſ. Mr Premium is a gentleman of the ſtricteſt ho- 
nour and ſecrecy, and always performs what he under- 


(formally) 


Char. 


8 
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Char. Pſha ! hold your tongue My friend, Moſes, 
ſir, is a very honeſt fellow, but a little flow at expreſſion 


I ſhall cut the matter very ſhort I'm an extra» 
vagant young fellow that-wants to borrow money; and 
you, as I take it, are a prudent old fellow who has got 
money to lend I am ſuch a fool as to give fifty per 
cent. rather than go without it; and you, I ſuppoſe, are 
rogue enough to take an hundred if you can get it. And 
now we underſtand one another, and may proceed to bu- 
ſineſs without further ceremony. 

Sir Oliv. Exceeding frank, upon yy word—I * yu 
are not a man of compliments. 

; Char. No, ſir. | 

Sir Oliv. Sir, I like you the better fon it—However you 
are miſtaken in one thing; I have no money to lend, but 
I believe I could procure you ſome from a friend; but then 
121 a damn'd unconſcionable dog; is he not, Moſes? 

-» Mof. Ves, but you can't help that. 

Sir Oliv. And then, he has not the money by him, but 
mult ſell ſtock at a great loſs. Muſt he not, Moſes? . 

Mofſ. Ves, indeed You know I always ro the 
truth, and ſcorn to tell a lye.. 

Char. Aye, thoſe who ſpeak truth Wi do And 
fir, I muſt pay the difference, I ſuppoſe Why look'ye, 
Mr Premium, I know that money is not to be had without 
paying for it. 

Sir Oliv. Well —but what ſecurity auld you give "Tr 
Vou have not any land, I ſuppoſe ? 

Char. Not a mole-hill, nor a twig, but what grows in 
bow; pots out at the windows. | 

Sir Oliv. Nor any ſtock, I preſume. 


. Char. None, but live ſtock, and they are only a few 
-pointers and ponies.— But pray, fir, are you r 


with any of my connections? 
Sir Oliv. To ſay the truth, I am. 

Char. Then you muſt have heard that I un a rich old 
uncle in India, Sir Oliver Surface, from whom I have the 
greateſt expectations. 

Sir Oliv. That you have a wealthy uncle, L have heard; 
but how your expectations will turn out is more, 1 believe, 
than you can tell. | | 


LS 


Char. 


4 
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« Char. Oh yes, I'm told I am a monſtrous favourite ; 3 
_ that he intends leaving me every thing. 

Sir Oliv. Indeed! this is the firſt time I have heard of i it, 

Char, Yes, yes, he LOL making me his — 
he not, Moſes ? 

Mo. O yes, I'll take my oath of that. 

Sir Oliv. Egad, they'll perſuade me pr eſently that I'm 
at Bengal. (Aſide. 

Char. Now what 1 propoſe, Mr Premium, is to give 
you a poſt obit on my uncle's life. Though indeed my un- 
cle Noll has been very kind to me, and upon my foul, I 
ſhall be ſincerely ſorry to hear any thing has happened 

to him. 
Sir Oliv. Not more than I ſhould, I aſſare vou. But 
the bond you mention happens to be the worſt ſecurity 
you could offer me, for I might live to be an hundred, and 
never recover the principal. 

Char. Oh, yes you would, for the moment he dies, you 
come upon me ſor the money. 

Sir Oliv. Then I believe I ſhonld be the moſt unwel- 
come dun you ever had in your life. 

Char. What, you are afraid, wy little Premium, that 
my uncle is too good a life. 

Sir Oliv. No, indeed, I am not; though I have heard 
he's as heal, and as as as any man of his years in 
Chriſtendom. 

Char. Oh, there you are . miſinformed. No—no, poor 
uncle Oliver ! he breaks apace. The climate, fir, has 
hurt his conſtitution, and I'm told he's fo much altered 
of late, that his neareſt relations don't know him. 

Sir Oliv. No! ha, ha, ha; ſo much altered of late, 
that his neareſt relations would not know him. Ha, ha, 
ha, that's droll egad. 

Char. What, you are pleaſed to hear he's on the de- 
cline, my little Premium. 

Sir Oliv. No, I am not,——no, no, no. 

Char. Yes you are, for it mends your chance. 

Sir Oliv. But I am told Sir Oliver is coming over 
Nay, ſome ſay he is actually arrived. 

Char. Oh, there you are miſinformed again No 
no ſuch thing he is this moment at e What! 
l mak certainly know better than you, 


Sir 
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Sir Oliv. Very true, as you ſay, you muſt know better 
than I; though I have it from very good authority 
Have L not, Moſes ? 

/ Moſt undoubtedly. 

Sir O/iv. But, fir, as I underſtand yon want a few 
hundreds immediately, is there nothing that you would 
diſpoſe of ? 

Char. How do you mean ? 

Sir Oliv. For inſtance, now: 1 have heard your father 
left behind him a great quantity of maſſy old plate. 

Char. Yes, but that is gone long ago—Moſes can in- 


form you how, better than I can. 


Sir Oliv. Good lack! all the family race cups, and cor- 
poration bowls gone | (Aſide.) It was alſo ſuppoſed, that 
his library was one of the molt valuable and complete. 

Char. Much too large and valuable for a private gen- 
tleman; for my part, I was always of a communicative 
diſpoſition, and thought it a pity to keep ſo much know- 
ledge to myſelf. 

Sir Oliv. Mercy on me ! knowledge that has run in the 
family like an heir-loom. ( Aſide) And pray, how may 
they have been diſpoſed of ? 

Char, O!] you muſt aſk the auctioneer that 
believe even Moſes can direct you there. 

M. NO I never meddle with books. 

Sir Oliv. The profligate! ( Aſide) And is there nothing 
you can diſpoſe of ? 

Char. Nothing——unlefs you have a taſte for old fami- 


I don't 


ty pictures. I have a whole room fall of anceſtors above 


ſtairs. 
Sir Oliv. Why ſure you would not ſell your relations? ? 
Char. Every ſoul of them to the beſt bidder. 
Sir Oliv. Not your great uncles and aunts. 
Char. Aye, and my grandfathers and grandmothers. 
Sir Oliv. Il never forgive him this. (Aſide) Why 


hat Do you take me for Shylock in the play, 


to raiſe money from me on your own fleth and blood! 
Char. Navy, don't be in a paſſion my little P:emium ; 
what is it to you, if you have your money's worth ? | 
Sir Oliv. That's very true, as you ſay Well, well, 
believe L can diſpoſe of the family canvas, I'll never for- 
give him this. | [Afide. 
| Enter 
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Enter CaxRIESS. 
Care. Come, Charles, what the devil are you doing fo 
long with the broker we are waiting for you. 
Char. Oh! Careleſs, you are juſt come in time, we are 


to have a ſale above ſtairs i am going to {ſell all my 


anceſtors to little Premium. 

Care. Burn your anceſtors ! 

Char. No, no, he may do that afterwards if he will ä 

But Careleſs, you ſhall be auctioneer. 

Care. With all my heart —I handle a hammer as well 
as a dice box a going a going. 

Char. Bravo! — And Moſes, you ſhall be appraiſer, 
if we want one. 

Mof. Yes, I'll be the nppraller. 

Sir Oliv. Oh the profligate ! [Aft 1 

Char. But what's the matter, my little e ? 
You don't ſeem to reliſh this buſineſs. 

Sir Oliv. (Affecting to laugh.) Oh yes, I do, vaſtly ; ha, 
ha, ha, I———— Oh the prodigal! Aſide. 

Char. Very true; for when a man wants money, who 
the devil can he make free with, if he can't with his own 


relations. [Extt. 


Sir . (following ) I'll never forgive him. 


AO ST 


Enter CHARLES, Sir Orirver, CaRELESss, and Moss. 


CHARLES. | 
ALK in, gentlemen, walk in; hers they are—the 
family of the Surfaces up to the conqueſt. 
Sir. Oliv. And, in my opinion, a goodly collection. 

Char. Aye, there they are, done in the true ſpirit and 
ſtyle of portrait-painting, and not like your modern Ra- 
phaels, who will make your picture independent of your- 
ſelf ; — no, the great merit of theſe are, the inveterate 
likeneſs they bear to the originals. All ſtiff and auk ward 

as they were, and like nothing in human nature befides. 
Sir Oliv. Oh, we ſhall never ſee ſuch figures of men again. 
Char. 1 hope not You ſee, Mr Premium, what a 


omeſtic man I am; here I fit of an evening ſurrounded 


F by 
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by my anceſtors ——But come, let us proceed to buſineſs. 
'— To your pulpit, Mr Auctioneer 
chair of my father's that feems fit for nothing le. co: 
Care. The very thing—but what ſhall I do for a ham- 
mer, Charles? An auctioneer is nothing without a hammer. 
Char. A hammer (locking. round) Let's fee, what have 
we here Sir Richard, heir to Robert—a genealogy in 


full, egad Here, Careleſs, you ſhall have no common 


bit of mahogany ; here's the family tree, and now you 
may knock down my anceſtors with their own pedigree. 
Sir Oliv. What an unnatural rogue he is! An ex- 


expert facto parricide. i ide, 
Care. Gad, Charles, this is lucky; it will novenly ſerve . 

for an hammer but a catalogue too, if we ſhould want it. 
Char. True—Come, here's my great uncle Sir Richard 


Ravelin, a marvellous good general in his day. He 
ſerved in all the Duke of Marlborough's wars, and got 
that cut over his eye at the battle of Malplaquet—He 


is not dreſſed out in ſeathers like our modern captains, 
but enveloped in wig and regimentals, as a general ſhould 


de. What ſay you, Mr Premium? 
Moſ. Mr Premium would have you ſpeak. 


a Char. Why, you ſhall have him for ten pounds, and 


m ſure that's cheap for a ſtaff-officer. 
'Sir Oliv. Heaven deliver me] his great uncle Sir Rich- 
ard going for ten pounds.—(Afide)—Well, fr, I take him 


dt that price. 


Char. Careleſs, knock down my uncle Richard. 

Care. Going, going 4 going gone. 

Char. This is a maiden ſiſter of his, my great aunt Debo- 
rah, done by Kneller, thought to be one of his beſt pictures, 
and eſteemed a very formidable likeneſs. There ſhe fits, as 
a ſhepherdeſs * g her flock. Vou ſhall have her for five 
pounds ten. l'm ſure the ſheep are worth the money. 

Sir Oliv. aps poor aunt Deborah! a woman that ſet 
ſuch a value on herſelf, going for five pounds ten 
(A Well, ſir, ſhe's mine. 

Char. Knock down my aunt Deborah, Careleſs. 

Care. Gone. 

Char. Here are two couſins of theirs—Moſes, theſe 


pictures were done when beaux wore periwigs, and ladies - 


their own hair, 


8 
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Sir Oliv. Yes truly—Head dreſſes ſeem to have been 
ſomewhat lower in thoſe days. 


Char. Here's a' grandfather of my mother s, a judge 


well known on the weſtern circuit. What will you give 
for him ? 


Mof. Four guineas. 

Char. Four guineas an you oa? t bid the price of 
his wig. Premium, you have more reſpe& for the W 
fack ; do let me knock him down at fifteen. 

Sir Oliv. By all means. 

Care. Gone. f 

Char. Here are two brothers, William and Walter 
Blunt, Eſqrs. both members of parliament, and great 
ſpeakers; and what's very extraordinary, I believe this 
is the firſt time they were ever bought or ſold. 

Sir Oliv. That's very extraordinary indeed! I'll take 
them at your own price, for the honour of parliament. 

Char. Well faid, Premium. 

Care. Vl knock them down at forty pounds Going 
going. gone. 


Char. Here's a jolly, portly fellow; I don't know what 


relation he is to the family; but he was formerly mayor 
of Norwith, let's knock him down at eight pounds. 

Sir Oliv. No. I think fix is endugh for a mayor. 

Char. Come, come, make it guineas, and PU throw 
you the two aldermen into the be, er 

Sir Oliv. They are mine. 

Char. Careleſs, knock down the mayor and aldermen. 

Care. Gone. 

Char. But hang it, we ſhall be all day at this rate 
come, come, give me three hundred pounds, and take all 
on this fide the room in a lump——that will be the beſt 
way. 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, any thing to accommodate you; 
they are mine. But there's one portrait you have al- 
ways paſſed over. 

Care. What, that little ill- looking fellow over the ſettee. 

Sir Oliv. Yes; ; fir, tis that I mean but I don't think 
him ſo ill looking a fellow by any means. 


Char. That's the picture of my uncle Sir Oliver Be- | 


fore he went abroad it was * and is n a very 
great likeneſs, 
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Care. That your uncle Oliver! Then in my opinion 
ou will never be friends, for he is one of the moſt (tera 
ooking rogues I ever beheld ; he has an unforgiving eye, 
and a damn'd diſinheriting countenance, Don't you think 
fo, little Premium? | | 
Sir Oliv. Upon my ſoul I do not, fir; I think it as 


honeſt a looking face as any in the room, dead or alive. 


hut I ſuppoſe your uncle Oliver goes with the reſt of 
the lumber. . | 

Char. No, hang it, the old gentleman has been very 
good to me, and I'll keep his picture as long as I have a 
room to put it in. 

Sir Oliv. The rogue's my nephew after all I forgive 
him every thing. (Aſide) But fir, I have ſomehow taken 
a fancy to that picture. 

Char. I am ſorry for it, maſter Broker, for you certain- 
ly won't have it.—What the devil, have you not got e- 
nough of the family ? 

Sir Oliv. I forgive him every thing. (Aſide) Look'ye, 
fir, I am a ſtrange ſort of a fellow, and when I take a 
whim in my head I don't value money: I'll give you as 
much for that as forall the reſt. 

Char. Pr'ythee don't be troubleſome I tell you L 
won't part with it, and there's an end on't. 

Sir Oliv. How like his father the dog is I did not 
perceive it before, but I think I never faw ſo ſtrong a re- 
ſemblance. (Aſide) Well, fir, here's a draft for your 
ſum. | [Giving a bill. 
Char. Why this bill is for eight hundred pounds. 

Sir Oliv. Vou'll not let Sir Oliver go, then. 

Cbar. No, I tell you, once for all. 

Sir Oliv. Then never mind the difference, we'll ba- 
lance that ſome other time But give me your hand; 
(preſes it) you are a damn'd honeſt fellow, Charles 
O lord! I beg pardon, fir, for being ſo free Come a- 
long Moſes. | | 
.* Char. But hark'ye, Premium, you'll provide good 
lodgings for theſe gentlemen. lsoing. 

Sir Oliv. I'll ſend for em in a day or two. | 

Char. And pray let it be a gentcel conveyance, for l 
aſſure you moſt. of em have heen. uſed to ride in their 

Wn. Carriages, N 
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Sir Oliv. I will for all but Oliver. 
Char. For all but the honeſt little Nabob. 
Sir Oliv. You are fixed on that. , 
Char. Peremptorily. 
Sir Oliv. Ah the dear extravagant dog! (Aſide) Good 


day, ſir, Come, Moſes.—Now let me ſee who dares 


eat him profligate. [Exit with Moſes, 
Care, Why, Charles, this is the very prince of brokers. 
Char. L wonder where Moſes got acquainted with ſo 
honeſt a fellow. — But, Careleſs, ſtep in to the company, 
I'll wait on you preſently, I ſee old Rowley coming. 
Care. But hark'ye, Charles, don't let that fellow make 
you part with any of that money to diſcharge muity old 
debts. "Tradeſmen, you know, are the moſt impertinent 
people in the world. 
_ Char. True, and paying them would only be encoura- 
gin g them. 
Care. Well, ſettle your buſineſs, and make what haſte 
you can. Exit. 
Char. Eight hundred pounds! Two thirds of this are 
mine by right Five hundred and thirty odd pounds !— 
Gad, I never knew till now, that my anceſtors were ſuch 
valuable acquaintance. Kind ladies and gentlemen, I 


am your very much obliged, and moſt grateful humble 


ſervant. [ Bowing to the pictures. 
Enter RowLegy. 

Ah! Rowley, you are juſt come in time to take leave of 

your old acquaintance. 

Nou. Ves; ir, I heard they were going But how 

can you ſupport ſuch ſpirits under all your misfortunes ? 
Char. That's the cauſe, maſter Rowley; my misfor- 

tunes are ſo many, that I can't afford to pare with my ſpi- 

rits. 


Faul. And can you really take bn of your anceſtors 
with ſo much unconcern. 


Char. Unconcern ! what, I ſuppoſe you are ſurprized 
that I am not more forrowful at loſing the company of ſo 


many worthy friends. It is very diſtreſſing to be ſure; 


but you ſee they never move a muſcle, then why the de- 


vil ſhould I ? | 
Rawl. Ah, dear Charles 
Char, But come, I have no time for trifling ;—here, 

| take 
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take this bill and get it changed, and carry an hundred 

pounds to poor Stanley, or we ſhall have RANGE 9 

that has a better right to it. 

3 Ah, fir, 1 wiſh you would remember the pro- 

ver 
Char. Be juſt before you are generous. Why, ſo 1 

would if I could, but juſtice is an old, lame, hobling bel- 


dam, and I can't get her to keep pace with e d for 


the ſoul of me. | 

. Do, dear ſir, reflect. | 

Char. That's very true, as you ſay But Rowley; while 
I have, by heavens I'll give—ſo damn your morality, 
and away to old Stanley with the money. [Exeunt. 

Enter Sir Ot1ver and Moszs. | 

Moſ. Well, fir, I think, as Sir Peter ſaid, you have 
ſeen Mr Charles in all his olory——tis great pity he's 
ſo extravagant. 

Sir Oliv. T rue but he would not ſell my picture 

Moſ. And loves wine and women ſo much. X 

Sir Oliv. But he would not ſell my picture. 

Moſ. And games ſo deep. 

Sir Oliv. But he would not ſell my , 
here comes Rowley. 

Enter RowLey.. 

Rowl. Well, fir, I find you have made a purchaſe. 

Sir Oliv. Yes, our young rake has parted with his an- 
ceſtors like old tapeſtry. 


Rowl. And he has commiſſioned me to return you an 


hundred pounds of the purchaſe money, but under your 
fictitious character of old Stanley. I ſaw a taylor and 
two hoſiers dancing attendance, who, I know will go un- 
paid, and the hundred pounds would juſt fatisfy them. 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, I'll pay his debts and his be- 
nevolence too. But now, I'm no more a broker, 
and you ſhall intfoduce me to the elder brother as old 
* 


Enter Tre. | 
Trip. Gentlemen, I'm ſorry I was not in the why to 
ſhew you out. Hark'ye, Moſes. Exit with Moſes. 


Sir Oliv. There's a fellow, now Will you believe it, 
that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming, and want- 
ed to raiſe money before he got to his maſter. * ? 

owl. 


| 
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a Row. Indeed! | 

Sir Oliv. And they are now planning an annuity buſi- 
neſs— Oh, maſter Rowley, in my time ſervants were 
content with the follies of their maſters, when they were 
{wore a little threadbare; but now they bave their vices, 
like their birth-day cloaths, with the gloſs on. {[Exeunt. 


! A 
| SCENE, the Appartments of Jos n SURFACE. 


| Enter JosEPH and a SERVANT. 

Joſ. No letter from Lady Teazle. 

Serv. No, fir. 

J,. I wonder ſhe did not write, if the could not come. 
—] hope Sir Peter does not ſuſpect me But Charles's 
diſipation and extravagance are great points in my favour. 
*( Knocking at the door )—See if it is her. 

Serv. Tis Lady Teazle, fir; but ſhe always orders her 
chair to the milliner's in the next ſtreet. 

J. Then draw that ſcreen—my oppoſite neighbour 
is a maiden lady of ſo curious a temper—You need not 
wait. (Exit Servant)—My Lady 'Teazle, I'm afraid, 
begins to ſuſpect my attachment to Maria; but ſhe muſt 
not be acquainted with that ſecret till I have her more in 
my power. 7 EI 


Enter Lady TFAZLE. 

L. Teaz. What, Sentiment in ſoliloquy Have you 
been very impatient now ? Nay, you look fo grave, I 
aſſure you I came as ſoon as 1 could. 

Foſ. Oh, madam, punctuality is a ſpecies of conſtancy 
Ha very unfaſhionable cuſtom among ladies. 

L. Teaz. Nay, now, you wrong me; I'm ſure you'd 
pity me if you knew my ſituation— (both ſit)—Sir Peter 
really grows ſo peeviſh, and ſo ill-natured, there's no en- 
during him; and then, to ſuſpect me with Charles 
* Foſ. I'm glad my ſcandalous friends keep up that re- 

port. [Aſide. 
IL. Teaz. For my part, I wiſh Sir Peter to let Maria 


marry him—wou'dn't you, Mr Surface? 


Joſ. Indeed I would not—(Ajide)—Oh, to be ſure ; 
and then my dear Lady Teazle would be convinced how 
groundleſs her ſuſpicions were, of my having any thoughts 
of the lily girl. | > | 
$ 
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L. Teaz. Then, there's my friend Lady Sneerwell has 
propagated malicious ſtories about me—and what's very 
provoking, all too without the leaſt foundation. 

Foſ. Ah! there's the miſchief—for when a ſcandalous 
ſtory is believed againſt one, there's no comfort like the 
conſciouſneſs of having deſerved it. 

L. Teaz. And to be continually cenſured and ſuſpected, 
when I know the integrity of my own heart——it would 
almoſt prompt me to give him ſome grounds for it. 

Ze. Certainly—for when a huſband grows ſuſpicious, 
and withdraws his confidence from his wife, it then be- 
comes a part of her duty to endeavour to out-wit him.— 
You owe it to the natural privilege of your ſex. 

L. Teaz. Indeed ! | 

Fof. Oh yes; for your huſband ſhould never be deceiy- 
ed in you, and you ought to be frail in compliment to his 
diſcernment. 

L. Teaz. This is the neweſt doctrine. 

Foſ. Very wholeſome, believe me. 

L. Teaz. So, the only way to prevent his ſuſpicions, is 
to give him cauſe for them. 

Joſ. Certainly. 

L. Teaz. But then, the conſciouſneſs of my inno- 
cence- 

Joſ. Ah, my dear Lady Teazle, tis that conſciouſneſs 
of your innocence that ruins you. What is it that makes 
vou imprudent in your conduct, and careleſs of the cen- 
ſures of the world? The conſciouſneſs of your innocence. 
hat is it makes you regardleſs ot forms, and inatten- 
tive to your huſband's peace? Why, the conſciouſneſs 
of your mnocence.—-Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you 
could only be prevailed upon to make a trifling faux-pas, 
you can't imagine how —— you would grow. 

L. Teaz. Do you think ſo ? 

Joſ. Depend upon it.— Vour caſc at preſent, my dear 
Lady Teazle, reſembles that of a perſon in a plethora— 
you are abſolutely dying of too much health. 

L. Teaz. Why, indeed, if my underſtanding could be 
convinced- 

Je. Your underſtanding !—Oh yes, your underſtand» 
ing ſhould be convinced. Heaven forhid that I ſhould per- 
ſuade you to any thing you thought wrong. 
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I. Traz. Don't you think you may as well leave honour 
out of the queſtion ? [Both riſe, 
Foſ. Ah! I ſee, Lady Teazle, the effects of your coun- 


try education ſtill remain. 


L. Teaz. They do, indeed, and I begin to find myſelf 
imprudent; and if I ſhould. be brought to act wrong, it 
would be ſooner from Sir Peter's i treatment of 'me, 
than from your honourable logic, I aſſure you, 3 

Joſ. Then by this hand, which is unworthy of- 
(Kneeling, a Servant enters) What do you want, you 
ſcoundrel ? K „ 
Serv. I beg pardon, ſir I thought you would not chuſe 
Sir Peter ſhould come up. 

Foſ. Sir Peter! | | 4 

IL. Teaz. Sir Peter! Oh, I'm undone — What ſhall I 
do? Hide me ſomewhere, good Mr Logic. 

Foſ. Here, here, behind this ſcreen, (She runs behind the 
ſcreen) and now reach me a book. [Sits down and reads. 

nͤnier Sir PETER, 

Sir Pet. Aye, there he is, ever improving himſelf. 
Mr Surface, Mr Surface. 

Foſ. (HAffecting to gape.) Oh, Sir Peter -I rejoice to 
ſee you—1 was got over a ſleepy book here -I am vaſtly 
glad to fee you—l thank you for this call-I believe you 
have not been here ſince I finiſh'd my library—Books, 
books you know, are the only thing I am a coxcomb in. 
Sir Pet. Very pretty, indeed—why, even your ſcreen 
is a ſource of knowledge hung round with maps I ſee. 

Joſ. Yes, I find great uſe in that fereem, 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, ſo you muſt when you want to find 
any thing in a hurry, ; | 

Fof. Yes, or to hide any thing in a hurry. [Afide. 

Sir Pet. But, my dear friend, I want to have ſome pri- 
vate talk with you. 

oj. You need not wait. | [Exit Seryaat. 

Sir Pet. Pray ſit down ( Both ſit) My dear friend, I 
want to impart to you ſome of my diſtreſſes In ſhort, Lady 
Teazle's behaviour of late has given me very great uneaſi- 
neſs. She not only diſſipates and deſtroys my fortune, but 


I have ſtrong reaſons to believe ſhe has formed an attach- 
ment elſewhere. Ik | 


* 


Jo/. I am unhappy to hear it. 
| | G 


Sir Pet, 
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Sir Pet. Yes, and between you and me, I believe I have 
diſcovered the perſon. | 

Foſ. You alarm me exceedingly. 

Sir Pet. I knew you would ſympathize with me. 

Joſ. Believe me, Sir Peter, fuch a diſcovery would affect 
me—juſt as much as it does you. 

Sir Pet. What a happineſs to have a friend we can truſt, 
even with our family ſecrets Can't you gueſs who it is? 

Foſ. I havn't the moſt diſtant idea. It can't be Sir 
Benjamin Backbite. 

Sir Pet. No, no.—What do you think of Charles ? 

Fof. My brother! impoſſible !—1I can't think he would 
be capable of ſuch baſeneſs and ingratitude. 


Sir Pet. Ah, the goodneſs of your own mind makes you 


flow to believe ſuch villany. | 
Foſ. Very true, Sir Peter,—The man who is conſcious 
of the integrity of his own heart, is very flow to credit 


another's baſeneſs. t 


Sir Pet. And yet, that the fon of my old friend ſhould 


practiſe againſt the honour of my family. 


Foſ. Aye, there's the caſe, Sir Peter. When ingrati- 


' tude barbs the dart of injury, the wound feels doubly ſmart. 


Sir Pet. What noble ſentiments He never uſed a ſen- 
timent, ungrateful boy! that I acted as guardian to, and 
Tn up under my eye; and I never in my life 
refuſed him—my advice. 
Fof. I don't know, Sir Peter, —he may be ſuch a man 
If it be ſo, he is no longer a brother of mine; I renounce 
him. I diſclaim him.—For the man who can break thro* 
the laws of hoſpitality, and ſeduce the wife or daughter of 
his friend, deſerves to be branded as a peſt to fociety. 
Sir Pet. And yet, Joſeph, if I was to make it public, I 


- ſhould only be ſneered and laughed at. 


Foſ. Why, | that's very true No, no, you muſt not 
make it public; people would tal 

Sir Pet. Talk !-—Fhey'd fay it was all my own fault; an 
old, doating batchelor, to marry a young giddy girl. They'd 


paragraph me in the news-papers, and make ballads on me. 


Foſ. And yet, Sir Peter, I cannot think that my Lady 
Teazle's honour —— 


Sir Pet. Ah, my dear friend, what's her honour oppoſed 
againſt the flattery of a handſome young fellow . * 
wa. 4e Dh. 
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feph, ſhe has been upbraiding me of late, that I have not 
made her a ſettlement ; and I think, in our laſt quarrel, 
ſhe told me ſhe ſhould not be very ſorry if I was dead. Now, 
I have brought drafts of two deeds for your peruſal, and 
mne ſhall find, if I was to die, that I have not been inat- 
tentive to her welfare while living. By the one, ſhe will 


enjoy eight hundred pounds a year during my life ; and 


by the other, the bulk of my fortune after my death. 

Fof. This conduct is truly eren. I wiſh it may'nt 
corrupt my pupil. Aſide. 

Sir Pet. But I would not have her as yet acquainted 
with the leaſt mark of my affection, 

Foſ. Nor I-—if I could help it. Aſidr. 

Sir Pet. And now I have unburthened myſelf to you, 
let us talk over your affair with Maria. 

Joſ. Not a ſyllable upon the ſubje& now. (Alarmed- 
Some other time; I am too much affected by your affairs, 
to think of my own. For, the man, who can think of 


his own happineſs, while his friend is in diſtreſs, deſerves 


to be hunted as a monſter to ſociety. 

Sir Pet. ] am ſure of your affection for her. 

Fof. Let me intreat you, Sir Peter 

Sir Pet. And though you are ſo averſe to Lady Teazle's 
knowing it, I aſſure you ſhe is not your enemy, and I am 
ſenſibly chagrined you. have made no further progreſs. 

Fo. Sir Peter, I muſt not hear you——The man who 
Enter a Servant) What do you want, ſirrah ? 

Serv. Your brother, ir, is at the door talking to a gen- 
tleman; he ſays he knows you are at home, that Sir Peter 
is with you, and he mult ſee you. N 

Foſ. I'm not at home. 

Sir Pet. Ves, yes, you ſhall be at home. 

Fof. (After ſome heſitation) Very well, let him come 
UP. [Exit Servant. 

Sir Pet. Now, Joſeph, I'll hide myſelf, and do you tax 
him about the affair with my Lady Teazle, and ſo draw the 
ſecret from him. | 

Foſ. O fye! Sir Peter—what, join in a plot to trepan 


my brother! 


Sir Pet. Oh aye, to ſerve your friend; —beſides, if he is 
innocent, as you ſay he is, it will give him an opportunity 
to elear himſelf, and make me very happy. Hark, I hear 
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him coming Where ſhall I go behind this ſcreen 
What the devil! here has been one liſtener already, 


for Fil fwear I ſaw a petticoat. 


Je. (Aﬀetting 1a lanyh) "Tis very ridiculous—Ela, ha, 


ha, a ridiculous affair, indeed—ha, ha, ha. ——Hark'ye, 


Sir Peter, {Pullin 1 him afide ) though I hold a man of in- 
trigue to be a mol deſpicable character, et you know it 
does not follow, that one is to be an abfolute Joſeph ei- 
ther. Hark 'ye, tis a little French milliner, who calls up- 
on me ſometimes, and hearing you were coming, and ha- 
ving ſome character to loſe, ſhe flipped behind the ſcreen. 
Sir Pet. A French milliner ! (Smiling) Cunning rogue! 
Joſeph Sly rogue But zounds, ſhe has overheard every 
thing that has paſſed about my wife. 
 Fof. Oh, never fear Take my word it will never go 
farther for her. 
Sir Pet. Won't it? 
Jef. No, depend upon it. 
Sir Pet. Well, well, if it will go no farther——But— | 
where ſhall 1 hide myfelf; ? 


Joſ. Here, here, flip into this cloſe, and you may o- 
verhear every word. 


L. Teaz. Can I ſteal away ? [DPeeping. 
Joſ. Huſh! huſh! don't ſtir. | 
Sir Pet. Joſeph, tax him home. [ Peeping. 


Je. In, in, my dear Sir Peter. | 

L. Teaz. Can't you lock the cloſet gpor! 2 

Ye . Not a word you'll be diſcovered. 

ir Pet. Joſeph, don't ſpare him. 

Joſ. For heaven's ſake lie eloſe A pretty ſituation 
I am in, to part man and wife in this manner. [Afide. 

Sir Pet. You're fure the little French milliner won't 
Þlab. 

Boks 1 Cnanus. 

Char. Why, how now, brother, your fellow denied 
vou, and ſaid you were not at home —What, have you 
had a Jew or a wench with you ? 

F Weicher, brother, neither. | | 

th r. * where's Sir Peter? I thought he was with you. 
He was, brother ; but hearing you was coming, 


| i the bouſe. 
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Dar What, was the old fellow afraid-1 wanted to bor- 


row money of him | 

Jeſ. Borrow ! no, brother; but I am 3 to hear you 
have given that worthy man cauſe for great uneaſineſs. 
Char. Ves, I am told I do that to a great many worthy 
men- But how do you mean, brother? 

Feſ. Why, he thinks you have endeavoured to alienate 

the affections of Lady Teazle. 
(bar. Who, 1 alienate the affections of Lady Teazle! 

upon my word he accuſes me very unjuſtly. What, 
bas the old gentleman found out that he has got a young 


wife; or, What is worſe, has the lady found out that ſhe | 


has- got an old huſband. 
FJyoſ. For ſhame, brother. 

Char. Tis true, I did once ſuſpect her lady ſnip had a par- 
tiality for me, but upon my ſoul I never gave her the leaſt 
encouragement; for, you know my attachment was to Maria. 

of. This will make 8ir Peter extremely happy But 
if (he had a partiality for you, re you would not have 
been baſe enough 
Cbar. Why, look'ye, Joſeph, I hope I ſhall never de- 
liberately do a diſhonourable action; but if a pretty wo- 
man ſhould purpoſely throw herſelf in my way, and that 
pretty woman ſhould happen to de married to a man old 
enough to be her father 

Joſ. What then! N 

Char. Why then, I believe I ſhould have a 
to borrow a little of your morality, brother. 

Jeſ. Oh fie, brother The man who can jeſt—— 


Char. Oh, that's very true, as you were going to ob- 


ferve t, Joſeph, do you know that I am ſurprized 
at your fuſpeting me with Lady Teazle ! 11 thought you 
was always the favourite there. 

Fof. Me! b 

Char. Why yes, I have ſeen you — duch beni 
ficant glances. 

Joſ. Pſha! | 

Char. Yes, I have; and don't you remember when I 
came in here, and caught you and her at 


Joſ. I muſt ſtop him. (Aſide) (Stops his mouth.) Sir Pe- 


ter has W word that you have ſaid. = 
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Char. Sir Peter! where is he ?—What, in the cloſet 
Foregad I'll have him out. 

Foſ. No, no, (Stopping him.) 

Char. I will—Sir Peter ow" come into court. 

Enter Sir PETER. | 
What, my old guardian tura inquiſitor, and take evidence 
incog. 

Sic Pet. Give me your hand, —I own, my dear boy, 1 
have ſuſpected you wrongfully ; but you muſt not be an- 
gry with Joſeph ; it was all my plot, and 1 ſhall think of 
you as long as I live for what I overheard, 


Char. Then *tis well you did not hear more. Is it not, 


Joſeph ! ? 

Sir Pet. What, you would have retorted on Joſeph, 
would you ? 

Char. And yet you might have as well ſuſpeted him 
as me. Might he not, Joſeph ? 

| Enter SERVANT. 

Serv. (Whiſpering Joſeph)—Lady Sneerwell, hrs is 
juſt coming up, and ſays ſhe mult ſee you. 

79, Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon; I have compa- 
ny waiting on me; give me leave to conduct you down ſtairs. 


Char. No, no, ſpeak to them in another room; I have 


not ſeen Sir Peter a great while, and I want to talk with him, 
Fof. Well, I'Il ſend away the perſon, and return im- 
mediately. Sir Peter, not a word of the little French 


milliner. [Aſide, and exit. 


Sir Pet. Ah, ales what a pity it is you don't aſſo- 
ciate more with your brother, we might then have ſome 
hopes of your reformation ; he's a young man of ſuch 
ſentiments——Ah, there's nothing in the world ſo no- 
ble as a man of ſentiment. 

' Char. Oh, he's too moral by half; and fo apprehenſive 
of his good name, that, I dare ſay, he would as ſoon let 
a prieſt into his houſe as a wench. 

Sir Pet. No, no, you accuſe him wrongfully—Tho' 
Joſeph is not a rake, he is not a ſaint, 

Char. Oh! a perfect anchorite—a young hermit. 

Sir Pet. Huſh, huſh; don't abuſe him, or he may 
chance to hear of it again. 

Char. Why, you won't tell him, will you? 

Sir Pet, No, no, but——1 have a great mind to tell 

him 


_ 
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im. (Aſide) ( ſeems to beſitate)!——Hark'ye, Charles, 
have you a mind for a laugh at Joſeph ? | 
Char. I ſhould like it of all things—let's have it. 

4 þ Sir Pet. Gad I'll tell him Pl be even with Joſeph 
for diſcovering me in the cloſet.—(Aſide) Hark'ye, 
Charles, he had a girl with him when I calle\l, 

Char. Who, Joſeph! impoſlible ! 
Sir Pet. Yes, a little French milliner, (takes him ta the 
Front)-—and the beſt of the joke is, ſhe is now in the room. 
Char. The devil ſhe is !—Where ? | 
Sir Pet. Huſh, huſh—behiad the ſcreen. 
Char. I'll have her out. 
Sir Pet. No, no, no. 
Char. Yes, 
Sir Pet. No. | 
Ghar. By the Lord JI will-So now for it. 
Botb run up to the ſcreen The ſcreen falls, at the ſame time 
| OSEPH enters. A 
Char. Lady Teazle, by all that's wonderful 
Sir Pet. Lady Teazle, by all that's horrible! | 
Char. Sir Peter, this is the ſmarteſt little French mil- 
liner I ever faw.—But pray, what is the meaning of all 
this? You ſeem to have been playing at Hide and Seek 
here; and, for my part, I don't know who's in, or who's 
out of the ſecret—Madam, will you pleaſe to explain ?— 
Not a word. Brother, is it your pleaſure to illuſtrate ? 
— Morality dumb too !—— Well, though I can make no- 
thing of it, I ſuppoſe you perfectly underſtand one ano- 
ther, good folks, and ſo I'll leave you. Brother, I am 
ſorry you have given that worthy man ſo much cauſe for 
uneaſineſs— Sir Peter there's nothing in the world fo no- 
ble as a man of ſentiment.—Ha, ha, ha! [ Exit. 
Joſ. Sir Peter, notwithſtanding appearances are againſt 
| _ me—if—if you'll give me leave— I'll explain every thing 
1 to your ſatisfaction. 


Sir Pet. If you pleaſe, fir. | 
Joſ. Lady Teazle knowing my—Lady Teazle—l fay 
—knowing my pretenſions—to your ward—Maria—and 
—Lady Teazle—I fay—knowing the jealouſy of my 
of your temper—ſhe called in herein order that ſhe— 
that I—might explain—what theſe pretenſions were— 
And—hearing you were coming—and—as I ſaid before 
—-knowing 
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— knowing the jealouſy of your temper—ſhe—my Lady | 


Teazle—I ſay went behind the ſereen—and-—This is a 
full and clear account of the whole affair. 

Sir Pet. A very clear account truly! and I dare ſay the 
Lady will vouch for the truth of every word of it. 

L. Peaz. (Advancing) For not one ſyllable, Sir Peter. 

Sir Tet. What the devil! don't you think it worth 
your while to agree in the lie? 

L. Teaz. There's not one word of truth in what that 
. gentleman has been faying. 

Joſ. Zounds, madam, you won't ruin me! 

L. Teaz. Stand out of the way, Mr Hypocrite, I'll 
ſpeak for myſelf. 

Sir Pet. Aye, aye—let her alone—-ſhie' Ul make a better 
ſtory of it than you did. 

L. Teaz. I came here with no intention of liſtening to 
his addreſſes to Maria, and even ignorant of his preten- 
ſions; but ſeduced by his inſidious arts, at leaſt to liſten 
to his addreſſes, if not to facrifice his honour, as well as 
my own, to his unwarrantable deſires. 

Sir Pet. Now I believe the truth is coming indeed. 

Joſ. What! is the woman mad? 

L. Teaz. No, fir, ſhe has recovered her ſenſes. Sir 
Peter, I cannot expect you will credit me; but the ten- 
derneſs you expreſſed for me, when 1 am certain you did 
not know I was within hearing, has penetrated fo deep 
into my ſoul, that could I have eſcaped the mortification 
of this difcovery, my future life frould have convinced 
you of my ſincere repentance. As for the ſmooth-tangued 
hypocrite, who would have ſeduced the wite of his too 
eredulous friend, while he pretended an honourable paſ- 

ſion for his ward, I now view him in fo deſpicable a light, 
that I ſhall never again reſpect myſelf for having liſtened 
to his addrefles. | Exit. 


Joſ. Sir Peter Notwithſtanding all this Heaven is my 
witnels 


Sir Pet. That you are a villain—and fo Pl leave you 

to your meditations —— 
Joſ. Nay, Sir Peter, you muſt not leave me 
man who {hats his ears againſt conviction 
Sir Pet. Oh, damn your ſentiments— damn your ſenti- 
ments. | [ Exit, Joſeph following. 
ACT 
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J -X 
SCENE, Josreu SURFaACE's Apartments. 
Enter JoSEPH and a SERVANT. 


Joseen. 


M Stanley hy ſnould you think I would ſee Me 


Stanley ! you know well enough he comes entreat- 
ing for ſomething. ._ 

Serv. They let him in before 1 knew of it; and old Ro- 
ley is with him. 

"Fof. Pſha, you blockhead; I am fo diltradded with my 
own misfortunes, I am not in a humour to ſpeak to any one 
but ſhew the fellow up. (Exit Servant) Sure fortune 
never played a man of my policy ſuch a trick before—My 
character ruined with Sir Peter—my hopes of Maria loft 
I'm in a pretty Ge to liſten to poor relations truly. 


Al ſhan't be able to beſtow even a benevolent ſentiment. 


on old Stanley. Oh! here he comes; I'll retire; and en- 
deavour to put a little charity in my face however. [ Exit. 
Euter Sir OLIVER and ROWLEY. 


Sir Oliv. What, does he avoid us! 'T hat was him, u was 


it not ? 

Rowl. Yes, fir ; but his nerves are too weak to bear the 
ſight of a poor relation: I ſhould have come firſt to break 
the matter to him. 

Sir Oliv. A plague of his nerves—yet this is he whom 


Sir Peter extols as a man of a moſt benevolent way of 
thinking. 


Rowl. Yes—he has as much ſpeculative benevolence as 


any man in the kingdom, though he is not ſo ſenſual as 
to indulge himſelf in the exerciſe of it. 

Sir Oliv. Yet he has a ſtring of ſentiments, I ſuppoſe, 
at his fingers ends. 

Row!l. And his favourite one is, That charitybegins at home. 

Sir Oliv. And his, I preſume, is of that domeſtick ſort, 
which never ſtirs abroad at all. 

Rowl. Well, fir, I'll leave you to introduce vourſelf as 
old Stanley; I muſt be here again to announce you in your 
real character. 


Sir Oliv, True—and you'll dcrwards mect me at Sir 
Peter's. | 


11 Rowl, 
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Rowl. Without loſing a moment. Exit Rowley. 


Sir Oliv. Here he comes I don't like the complai- 
ſance of his features. | | 


Enter Jos SEPH. 

Joſ. Sir, your moſt obedient; I beg Pardon for keeping 
you a moment Mr Stanley, I preſume, 

Sir Oliv. At your ſervice, fir. 

Foſ. Pray be ſeated, Mr Stanley, I intreat yon, fir. 

Sir Oliv. Dear fir, there s no occaſion, Too ceremoni- 
ous by half. [Afide. 

Joſ. Though I have not the pleaſure of your acquaint- 
ance, I am very glad to ſee you look ſo well.—I think, Mr 
Stanley, you was nearly related to my mother. 

Sir Oliv. I was, fir.; fo nearly, that my preſent poverty 
I fear may do diſcredit to her wealthy children; elſe I 
would not prefume to trouble you now. 

Je. Ah, fir, don't mention that—For the man who is 
in diſtreſs has ever a right to claim kindred with the wead- 
thy; I am ſure I wiſh I was of that number, or that it was 
in my power to afford you even a ſmall relief. 

Sir Oliv. If your uncle Sir Oliver was here, I ſhould have 
a friend. 

Fof. J wiſh he was, fir, you ſhonld not want an advocate 
with him, believe me, | 

Sir Oliv. 1 ſhould not need one, my diſtreſſes would re- 
commend me. But I imagined his bounty had enabled you 
to be the agent of his charities. 

Fof. Ah, fir, you are miſtaken; avarice, avarice, Mr 
Stanley, is the vice of age; to be ſure it has been ſpread 
abroad that he has been very bountiful to me, but with- 
out the leaſt foundation, though I never chooſe to contra- 

dict the report. 

Sir Oliv. And has he never remitted you bullion, ru- 

pees, or pagodas ? 

Foſ. Oh, dear fir, no ſuch thing. I have indeed re- 
ceived ſome trifling preſents from him, ſuch as ſhawls, ava- 
davats, and Indian crackers ; nothing more, ſir. 7 

Sir Oliv. There's gratitude for twelve thouſand pounds 
{ Aſide) Shawls, avadavats, and Indian crackers! 

Foſ. Then there's my brother, Mr Stanley; one would 


ſcarce believe what l have done for that unfortunate young 
man. 


Sir our. 
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Sir Oliv. Not I for one. Aſide. 

Fol. Oh, the ſums I have lent him !—Well, *twas an 
amiable weakneſs—I muſt own 1 can't defend it, though 
it appears. more blameable at preſent, as it prevents me 
from ſerving you, Mr Stanley, as my heart directs. 

Sir Oliv. Difſembler—( Aſide) Then you cannot aſſiſt 
me. 

J. Jam very unhappy to ſay tis not in my power at 
preſent ; but you may depend upon hearing from me waen 
I can be of any ſervice to you. 

Sir Oliv. Sweet fir, you are too good. | 

Foſ. Not at all, fir; to pity without the power to re- 
lieve, is ſtill more painful, than to aſk and be denied. In- 
deed, Mr Stanley, you have me deeply affected. Sir, 
your moſt devoted; I wiſh you health and ſpirits. 

Sir Oliv. Your ever grateful and perpetual (bowing 
{ow ) humble ſervant. , 

Foſ. 1 am extremely ſorry, fir, for your misfortnnes 
lere, open the door Mr Stanley, your moſt de- 


voted. 
Sir Oliv. Your moſt obliged ſervant, Charles, you! are 
my heir. Aſide, and exits 


Foſ. This is another of the evils that attend a man's 
having ſo good a character—It ſubjects him to the impor- 
tunity of the neceſſitous the pure and ſterling ore of 
charity 1 is a very expenſive article in the catalogue of a 
man's virtues ; whereas, the ſentimental French plate 1 
uſe, anſwers the purpoſe full as well, and pays no tax. 
Going. 

Enter Row Ex. 

2 Mr Surface, your moſt obecient; I wait on you 
from your uncle who is juſt arrived. [Gives him a note. 

Foſ. How! Sir Oliver arrived Here, Mr——call 
back Mr Stanley. 

Rowl. Tis too late, fir, I met him going out of the own" 

Joſ. Was ever any thing fo unfortunite ! (Aſide) 
hope my uncle has enjoyed good health and ſpirits. 

Rowl. Oh, very good, fir; he bid me inform you he'll 
wait on you within this half hour. 


Foſ. Preſent him my kind love and duty, and aſſure 


Aim I'm quite impatient to {ee him. [ Bowing. 


Row. I ſhall, fir, [Exit Rowiey. 


2 . Foſs 
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Joſ. Pray do, ſir, (bows)—This was the moſt curſed 
piece of ill luck. | [Exit Joſeph. 


SCENE, Sir PrTER Teazie's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs CanDour and Main. 


Maid. Indeed, madam, m lady will ſee no oneat preſent. 

Mrs Card. Did you tell her it was her friend Mrs 
Candour ! 

Maid. 1 did, madam, and ſhe begs to be excuſed. 

Mrs Cand. Go again, for I am ſure ſhe mutt be greatly 
diſtreſſed. (Exit Maid) How provoking to be kept wait- 
ing—lI am not miſtreſs of half the circumſtances :—1 ſhall 
have the whole affair in the newſpapers, with the parties 
names at full length, before I have dropped the ſtory at. 
4 dozen houſes. 

Euler Sir Deas BACKBITE. 

Mrs Card. Oh, Sir Benjamin, I am glad you are come; 
have you heard of Lady Teazle's affair? Well, I never 
was ſo ſurprized—and I am fo diſtreſſed for the parties. 
Sir Benj. Nay, I can't ſay I pity Sir Peter, he was al- 
ways ſo partial to Mr Surface. 

Mrs Cand. Mr Surface! Why it was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Oh, no, madam, Mir Surface was the gallant. 

Mrs Cand. No, Charles was the lover; and Mr Sure 
face, to do him juſtice, was the cauſe of the diſcovery ; ; 
he brought Sir Peter; and 

Sir Benj. Oh, my dear madam, no ſuch e - for I 
had it from one 

Mrs Cand. Yes, and I had it from one, that had it 
from one that Knew | 

Sir Benj. And I had it from one. 

Mrs Cand. No ſuch thing—But here comes my Lady 


Sneetwell, and perhaps ſhe may have heard the particu- 
lars. 


Enter Lady SNEERWELL. | 
L. Sneer. Oh, dear Mrs Candour, here is a ſad affair 
about our friend Lady Teazle. 
Mrs Cand. Why, to be ſure, poor thing, I am much 
concerned for her. 
L. Sneer. 1 proteſt fo am I 
the was always too lively for meg, 


though I muſt confeſs 
Mrs Card. 


* 
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Mrs Cand. But ſhe had a great deal of good nature. 

Sir Benj. And had a very rcady wit. 

Mrs Cand. But do you know all the particulars ? 

[To Lady Sneerwell. 

Sir Benj. Yet who could have ſuſpected Mr Surface. 

Mrs Cand. Charles, you mean. 

Sir Benj. No, Mr Surface. 

Mrs Cand. Oh, twas Charles. 

L. Sneer. Charles! 
- Mrs Cand. Yes, Charles. 


Sir Benj. I'll not pretend to diſpute with you, Mrs 
Candour; but be it as it may, Thope Sir Peter's wounds 
won't prove mortal. 

Mrs Cand. Sir Peter's wounds! n. ! did they fight! 
I never heard a word of that. 

Sir Benj. No! 
Mrs Caud. No! 
L. Szeer. Nor 1, a ſyllable: Do, dear Sir Benjamin, 

tell us. 

Sir Benj. Oh, my dear madam, then you don' t know 
half the affair Why—why—PI tell you——Sir Peter, 
you "muſt know, had a long time ſuſpected Lady 'Teazle's 
viſits to Mr Surface. 

Mrs Cand. To Charles you mean. 

Sir Benj. No, Mr Surface—and upon going to his 
houſe, and finding Lady Teazle there, fir, ſays Sir Peter, 
you are a very ungrateful fellow. 

Mr: Cand. Aye, that was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr Surface.—And old as I am, ſays he, I 
demand immediate ſatisfaction: Upon this, they both 
drew their ſwords, and to it they fell. 

Mrs Cand. 'That muſt be Charles; for it is very un- 
likely that Mr Surface ſhould fight him in his own houſe. 

Sir Benj. 'Sdeath, madam, not at all. Lady Teazle, up- 
on ſeeing Sir Peter in ſuch danger, ran out of the room in 
ſtrong hyſterics, and was followed by Charles, calling out 
for hartshorn and water. They fought, and Sir Peter receiv- 
ed a wound in his right fide by the thurſt of a ſmall ſword. 

Enter CRABTREE. 

Crab. Piſtols ! piſtols | nephew. 

Mrs Cand. Oh, Mr Crabtree, I am glad nee 
now we ſhall have the whole affair. 


Sir Beni, 
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Sir Benj. No, no, it was a ſmall ſword, uncle. 

Crab. Zounds, nephew, I ſay it was a piſtol. 

Sir Benj. A thurſt in ſecond through the ſmall cuts. 

Crab. A bullet lodged in the thorax. 

Sir Benj. But give me leave, dear uncle, it was 2 
ſmall ſword. 

Cra). IT tell you it was a piſtol Won't you ſuffer 
any body to know anything but yourſelf. It was a 
piſtol, and Charles 

Mrs Cand. Aye! I knew it was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr Surface, uncle. 

Crab. Why zounds! I ſay it was Charles: muſt no- 
body ſpeak but yourſelf, I'll tell you how the whole af- 
'fair was. 

Ss e 5 Aye do, do, pray tell us. 


Sir Peng. I ſee my uncle knows nothing at all about 
the matter. 

Crab. Mr Surface, you muſt know, ladies, came late 
from Salt-hill, where he had been the evening before 
with a particular friend of his, who has a ſon at Eton; 
his piſtols were left on the boureau, and unfortunately 
loaded, and on Sir Peter's taxing Charles: 

Sir Benj. Mr Surface you mean. 

Crab. Do, pray, nephew; hold your tongue, and let 

me {peak ſometimes, I fay, ladies, upon his taking 
Charles to account, and taxing him with the baſeſt in- 
gratitude 

Sir Benj. Aye, ladies, I told ou Sir Peter taxed him 
with ingratitude. 

Crab. They agreed each to take a piſtol——They fired 
at the ſame inſtant. Charles's ball took place, and 
lodged in the thorax. Sir Peter's miſſed, and what is 
very extraordinary, the ball grazed againſt a little bronze 
Shakeſpeare that ſtood over the chimney, flew off through 
the window, at right angles, and wounded the poſt-man, 
who was juſt come to the door with a double letter from 
Northamptonſhire. 

Sir Benj. I heard nothing of all this! I muſt own, la- 
dies, my uncle's account is more circumſtantial, though 
I believe mine is the true one, 

L. Suter. Iam more intereſted in this affair than they 

imagine, 
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imagine, and muſt have better information. 
Aſide, and exit. 

Sir Benj. Lady Sneerwell's alarm is very eaſily account- 
ed for. 

Crab. Why, yes; they do ſay— but that's neither 
here nor there. 

Mrs Cand. But where is Sir Peter now? I hope bie 
wound won't prove mortal. 

Crab. He was carried home immediately, and has given 
1 orders to be denied to every body. 

Sir Benj. And I believe Lady Teazle is attending him. 

Mrs Cand. I do believe ſo too. 

Crab. r APia met one of the faculty as I came in. 

Sir Benj. Gad ſo! and here he comes. 

Crab. Yes, yes, that's the doctor. 
Mrs Cand. That certainly muſt be the phyſician 
Now we ſhall get information. 

Enter Sir OLIVER SURFACE. 
Dear Doctor, how is your patient? 
Sir Benj. I hope his wounds are not mortal. 
Crab. Is he in a fair way of recovery ? 
Sir Benj. Pray, Doctor, was he not wounded by a thurſt 


'of a fword through the {mall guts? 


Crab. Was it not by a bullet that lodged in : the thorax ? 

Sir Benj. Nay, pray anſwer me. 

Crab. Dear, dear Doctor, ſpeak. All pulling bm. 

Sir Oliv. Hey, hey, good people, are you all mad ?— 
Why, what the devil is the matter ?——a ſword through 
the ſmall guts, and a bullet lodged in the thorax ? What 
would you be all at ? 

Sir Benj. Then, perhaps, fir, you are not a Doctor. 

Sir Oliv. If I am, fir, I am to thank you for my degree, 

Crab. Only a particular friend, I ſuppoſe. 

Sir Oliv. Nothing more, fir. 

Sir Benj. Then 1 Tuppole, as you are a friend, you can 
be better able to * us ſome account of his wounds. 

Sir Oliv. Wounds! 

Mrs Cand. What! hav'n't you heard he was wounded 

— The ſaddeſt accident ! 

Sir Benj. A thurſt with a ſword through the ſmall guts. 

Crab. A bullet in the thorax. 

Sir - ON v. Good people, ſpeak one at a time, I beſeech 


you. 


- 
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you——You. both agree that Sir Peter is dangeroully 
wounded. 
3 Aye, aye, we both agree in that. 


Sir Oliv. Then, I will be bold to ſay, Sir Peter is one 
of the moſt imprudent men in the world, for here he 
comes walking as if nothing had happened. 

Enter Sir PETER. 
My good ſriend, you are certainly mad to walk about in 
this condition ; you ſhould go to bed, you that have had 


a ſword through your ſmall guts, and a bullet lodged ia 
your thorax. 


Sir Pet. A ſword through my ſmall outs, and a bullet 
lodged in my thorax ! 
Sir Oliv. Yes, theſe worthy people would have killed 


vou without law or phyſic, and wanted to dub me a Doc- 


tor, in order to make me an accomplice. 
Sir Pet. What is all this | 
Sir Benj. Sir Peter, we are all very glad to find the ſto- 
ry of the duel is not true. 
Crab. And exceedingly ſorry for your other misfortunes. 
Sir Pet. So, ſo, all over the town already. [ Afide. 
Mrs Cend. Though, as Sir Peter was ſo good a huſ- 


band, I pity him ſincerely. 


Sir Pet. Plague of your pity. 
Crab. As you continued ſo long a batchelor, you was 


certainly to blame to marry at all. 


Sir Pet. Sir, I deſire you'll conſider this is my own houſe. 

Sir Benj. However you muſt not be oſſended at the 
jeſts you'll meet on this occaſion. 

Crab. It is no uncommon cate, that's one thing. 

Sir Pet. I inſiſt upon being maſter here; in plain terms 
I deſire you'll leave my houje immediately. 

Mrs Cand. Well, well, ſir, we are going, and you may 
depend upon it, we ſhall make the beſt of the ſtory. [Exit. 
Sir Benz. And tell how badly you have been treated. 

Sir Pet. Leave my houſe directly. [Exit Sir Benjamin. 
Crab. And how patiently you bear it. [Exit Crabtree. 
Sir Pet. Leave my houſe, I fay Fiends, furies, 
there is no bearing it ! 7 | 
Enter RowLty. 
Sir Oliv. Well, Sir Peter, I have ſeen my nephews. , 
| Rowt, 
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| Row). And Sir Oliver is convinced your 2 is 

right after all. 

Sir Oliv. Aye, Joſeph is the man. 

Rowl. Such ſentiments. 

Sir Olid. And acts up to the ſentiments he cake; | 

Rowl. Oh, *tis edification to hear him talk. | 

Sir Oliv. He is a pattern for the young men of the age. 
But how comes it, Sir Peter, that you don't join in his 
Praiſes ? 

Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, we live in a damn'd wicked world, 
and the fewer we praiſe the better. | 

Sir Oltv. Right, right, my old friend——But was you 
always ſo moderate in your judgment. 
| FNowl. Do you ſay ſo, Sir Peter, you who was never 
miſtaken in your life. 

Sir Pet. Oh, plague of your jokes——1 fuppole you are 
acquainted with the whole affair. | 

Rowd. J am indeed, fir.—I met Lady Teazle returning 
from Mr Surface's, fo humbled, that ſhe deign'd tt to beg 
even me to become her advocate. 

Sir Pet. What! does Sir Oliver know it too: 

Sir Oliv. Aye, aye, every circumſtance. 

Sir Pet. What! about the cloſet and the ſereen. 

Sir Oliv. Yes, and the little French milliner too. I ne- 
ver laughed more in my life. 

Sir Pet. And a very pleaſant jeſt it was. 

Sir Oliv. This is your man of ſentiment, Sir peter 

Sir Pet. Oh, damn his ſentiments. 

Sir Oliv. Vou muſt have made a pretty . 
when Charles dragged you out of the cloſet. 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, that was very diverting. 

Sir Oliv. And, egad Sir Peter, I ſhould like to have ſeen 
your face when the ſcreen was thrown down. 

Sir Pet. My face when the ſcreen was thrown down! 
Oh yes !——There's no bearing this. [Afade, 

Sir Olib. Come, come, my old friend, don't be vex- 
ed, for I can't help laughing for the foul of me. Ha! 
ha! ha! 

Six Pet. Oh, laugh oni am not vexed— no, no, it is 
the pleaſanteſt thing in the world. To be the ſtanding 
jeſt _ all one's acquaiatance, is the happleſs ſituation ima» 
ginab To | 
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Nou. See, ſir, yonder's my Lady Teazle coming this 
way, and in tears; ; let me beg of you to be reconciled. 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, Pll leave Rowley to meditae be- 
tween you, and take my leave; but you muſt make haſte 
after me to Mr Surface's, where I go, if not to reclaim a 
Ubertine, at leaſt to expoſe hypocriſy. - 15 Batt. 

Sir Pet. I'll be with you at the diſcovery ; I ſhould like 
to ſee it, though it is a vile unlucky place for diſcoveries: 
Rowley, ( Locking out) ſhe's not coming this way. i 

Nor l. No, fir, but the has left the room door open, and 
waits your comin g. 

Sir Pet. Well, certainly mortification is very becoming 
in a wife — Don't you think I had beſt let her pine a ne 
longer. | 

owl. Oh, fr, that' s being too ſevere. nt 

Sir Pet. 1 don't think ſo; the letter I found from Chart 
was evidently intended for her. 

 Rowl. Indeed, Sir Peter, you are much miſtaken. 

Sir. Pet. If I was convinced of that—ſee, maſter Row- 
ley, ſhe looks this way—what a remarkable elegant turn 
of the head ſhe has—1 have a good mind to go to her. 

Rowl. Do, dear fir. 

Sir Pet. But when it is known that we are qecoliciiod, I 
ſhall be laughed at more than ever. 

Row). Let them laugh on, and retort their malice upon 
themſelves, by ſhewing them you can be happy in ſpite of 
their flander. 

Sir Pet. Faith, and fo I will, maſter Rowley, and my 
Lady Teazle and 1 may ſtill be the happieſt couple in the 
country. 

Rowl, O. fye, Sir Peter, he that lays aſide bon 

Sir Pet. My dear Row ley, if you have any regard for 
me, never let me hear you utter any thing like a ſenti- 
ment again; I have had enough of that to laſt me the re- 
mainder of my life. 5 


SCENE, Josryn's Library. 


; - 
Enter JostErn and Lady SNEERWELL. 


L. Sneer. Impoſſible! Will not Sir Peter be immedi- 


ately reconciled to Charles, 20d no longer 1 his uni- 
on with Maria? 
| Jo 
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league with ſuch a blunderer, 
7% Sure, my Lady Sneerwell, I am the greateſt ſuf. 
ferer in this affair, and yet, you ſee, I bear it with calmneſs, 

IL. Sneer. Becauſe the diſappointment does not reach 
your heart; your intereſt only was concerned. Had you 
felt for Maria, what I do for that unfortunate libertiae, 
your brother, you would not be diſuaded from taking e- 
very revenge in your power. 

Fof. Why will you rail at me for the diſappointment.. 
L. Sneer. Are you not the cauſe? Had you not a ſuffi- 
cient field for your roguery in impoſing upon Sir Peter, 
and ſupplanting your brother, but you muſt endeavour to 


ſeduce his wife, I hate ſuch an avarice of crimes ; tis an 


unfair monopoly, and never proſpers. | 

J. Well, Iown I am to blame—I have deviated from 
the direct rule of wrong. Yet, I cannot think circum- 
ſtances are ſo bad as your ladyſhip apprehends. 

L. Sxeer, No! 

of. You tell me you have made another trial of Snake, 
that he ſtill proves ſteady to our intereſt, and that he is 
ready, if occaſton requires, to ſwear to a contract having 
paſled between Charles and your ladyſhip. 

L. Sncer. And what then? 

Joſ. Why, the letters which have been ſo carefully cir- 
culated, will corroborate his evidence, and prove the truth 
of the aſſertion. But I expect my uncle every moment, 
and muſt beg your ladyſhip to retire into the next room. 

L. Sneer. But if he ſhould find you out. 

Fof. I have no fear of that Sir Peter won't tell for his 
own ſake, and I thall foon find out Sir Oliver's weak file, 

L. Sneer. Nay; I have no doubt of your abilities, only 
be conſtant to one villany at a time, 

Fof. Well, I will, I will.— (Exit Lady Sneerwell)—lIt 
is confounded hard though, to be baited by one's confe- 
derates in wickedneſs—( Knocting) - Who have we got 
here? My uncle Oliver I ſuppoſe—Oh, old ley again! 
How came he here? He muſt not ſtay 

Enter Sir OLlivxR. 
1 told won already, Mr Stanley, that it was not in my 
power to relieve vou. 
6 | 1 2 Sir Olip. 


L. Sneer. No, nor cunning neither. I was a fool te. - 
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Sir Oliv. But I hear, fir, that Sir Oliver i is arrived, and 
perhaps he might. 

Foſ. Well, fir; you cannot ſtay now, fir; but any o- 
ther time fir, you ſhall certainly be relieved. 
Sir Oliv. Oh, Sir Oliver and I muſt be acquainted. 

of. I muſt inſiſt upon your going. Indeed, Mr Stan- 
key, you can't ſtay. | 


Sir Oliv. Poſitively I muſt ſee Sir Oliver. 


Joſ. Then poutivery you inan't ſtay. [Puſhing him 4 

Enter CHARLES. 

Char. Hey day ! what's the matter? Why, who the 

devil have we got here! What, my little Premium. Oh, 

brother, you muſt not hurt my little broker. But hark : 
ye, Joſeph ; what, have you been borrowing money too ? 

Borrowing money! No, brother We expect 

my uncle Oliver here every minute, and Mr Stanley in- 

fiſts upon ſeeing him. 


* Char. Stanley! Why his name is Premium. 


of. No, no! I tell you bis name is Stanley. 

Char. But I tell you again his name is Premium, 

Foſ. It don't ſignify what his name is. 

Char. No more it don't, as you ſay, brother; for I p- 
poſe he goes by half a hundred names, beſides A. B. at 
the coffee-houſes. But old Noll muſt not come and catch 
my little broker here neither. 

Foſ. Mr Stanley, I beg 

Char, And I beg, Mr Premium 

* Fof. You muſt go, indeed, Mr Stanley. 

Char. Aye, you mult go, Mr Premium. [ Both puſhing him. 
Enter Sir Pere, Lady TrAZIE, Maria, and RowLey. 

Sir Pet. What, my old friend Sir Oliver ! what's the 
matter ? In the name of wonder were there ever two 
: _ ungracious nephews, to aſſault their uncle at his firſt 
Vilit 

L. Teaz. On my word, fir, it was well we came to 
your reſcue. 

of. Charles! 
Char. Joſeph! 

Fof. Now our ruin is complete. 

Char, Very! 

Sir Pet. You find, Sir Oliver, your neceſſitous charac- 
ter of old Stanley could not protect you. 


Sir Oliv. 
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Sir Ol;v. No! nor Premium neither. The neeeſſities 
of the former could not extract a ſhilling from that be- 
nevolent gentleman there; and with the other I ſtood a 
worſe chance than my anceſtors, and had like to have 
been knocked down without being bid for. Sir Peter, 
my friend, and Rowley, look upon that elder nephew of 
mine; you both know what I have done for him, and 
bow gladlv I would have looked upon half mo fortune as 
held only in truſt for him. Judge then, of my ſurprize 
and diſappointment, at finding him deſtitute of truth, 
charity, and gratitude. _ | | 

Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, I ſhould be as much ſurpriſed as 
you, if I did not know him already to be artful, ſelfiſh, 
and hypoeritical. THC + EE 

L. Teaz. And if he pleads not guilty to all this, let 
him call on me to finifh his character. | Tn 

Sir Pet. Then I believe we need not add more; for if 
he knows himſelf, it will be a ſufficient puniſhment for 
him that he is known by the World. | 

Char. If they talk this way to Honeſty, what will they 
fay to me by and by. [ Afide. 

Sir Oliv. As for that profligate there ; 
5 | | [ Pointing to Charles, 

Char. Aye, now comes my turn; the damn'd family 
pictures will ruin me. Aſide. 

Joſ. Sir Oliver, will you honour me with a hearing ? 

Char. Now if Joſeph would make one of his long 
ſpeeches, I ſhould have time to recolle& myſelf. [ Aſide. 

Sir Pet. I fuppoſe you would undertake to juſtify your- 
ſelf entirely. 7 

Foſ. I truſt I could, fir, 

Sir O/iv. Pſha! ¶ Turns away from bim) and I ſuppoſe 
you could juſtify yourſelf too, [To Charles. 
Char. Not that I know of, ſir. | | 

Sir Oliv. What, my little Premium was let too much 
into the ſecret ! * | 

Char. Why yes, fir; but they were family ſecrets, and 
ſhould go no further. 8 : 

- Rowl. Come, come, Sir Oliver, I am ſure you cannot 
look upon Charlcs's follies with anger. : 

Sir Oliv. No, nor with gravity neither. Do you 
know, Sir Peter, the young rogue has been ſelling me his 

| anceſtors ; 
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anceſtors; I have bought judges and ſtaff-officers by the 
foot, and maiden aunts as cheap as old china. 

[Dur ing this ſpeeeh Charles laughs behind his bat. 
Char. Why, that I have made free with the family can- 
vas is true; my anceſtors may riſe in judgment againſt 
me, there's no — it; but believe me when I tell 
you, (and upon my foul I would not fay it if it was not 
ſo) if 1 don't appear mortified at the expoſure of my fol- 
lies, it is, becauſe I feel at this moment the warmeſt ſatis- 
faction, at ſeeing you my liberal benefaQor. [ Embraces him. 

Sir” Oliv. Charles, I forgive you; give me your hand 
again ; the little ill-looking. fellow over the {ettee has 
made your peace for you. 

Char. Then, fir, my gratitude to the original! is till 
increaſed. 

L. Teaz. Sir Oliver, here is ket: with whom LI 
dare ſay Charles is no leſs anxious to be reconciled. 

Sir Oliv. I have heard of that attachment before, and 
with the lady's leave—if I conſtrue right, that bluſh— 

Sir Pet. Well, child, ſpeak for yourſelf. 

Mar. I have little more to ſay, than that I wiſh him 
happy, and for any influence I might once have had over 
his affections, I'moſt willingly reſign them to one who has 
a better claim to them. 

Sir Pet. Hey! what's the matter now? W Lile he was 
a rake and a Profligate, you would hear of nobody elſe 
and now that he is likely to reform, you won't have Ain 
What is the meaning of all this? 

Mar. His own heart, and Lady Sneerwell, can beſt 
inform you. 

Char. Lady RE ! 

Foſ, I am very ſorry, brother, I am obliged to ſpeak 
to this point, but juſtice demands it from me ; and Lady 
Sneerwell s wrongs can no longer be concealed. 

| Enter Lady SNEERWELL. 

Sir Pet. Another French milliner —I believe he has 
one in every room in the houſe. 

L. Sneer. Ungrateful Charles! well you may ſeem 
confounded and ſurpriſed at the indelicate ſituation to 
which your perfidy has reduced me. | 

Char. Pray uncle, is this another of your plots? for, as 
I live, this is the firſt time I ever heard of it. | . 
| Fo 8 


| 
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Joſ. There is but one witneſs, I believe, We ng to 
the buſineſs. * 5 

Sir Pet. And that witneſs is Mr Snake you were 
perfectly in the right to bring him with you. Let him 
appear. 

i Rowl. Defire Mr Snake to walk in.—lt is rather un- 
lucky, madam, that he ſhould be brought to confront 
and not ſupport your Ladyfhip. . 

Enter SNAKE. | 

L. Sneer. I am ſurpriſed | what, ſpeak villain ! have 
you too conſpired againſt me? 

Snake. 1 beg your Ladyſhip ten thouſand pardons ; 3 I 
muſt own you paid me very liberally for the lying que- 
ſtions, but 1 have unfortunately been offered double for 
ſpeaking the truth. 

Sir Pet. Plot and counter-plot—l give your Ladyſhip 
much joy of your negociation. 

L. Sneer. May the torments of deſpair and diſappoint- 
ment light upon you all! [ Going, 

L. Teaz. Hold, Lady Sneerwell ; before you go, give 
me leave to return you thanks, for the trouble. you and 
this gentleman took, in writing letters in my name to 
Charles, and anſwering them yourſelf; and, at the 
ſame time, I muſt beg you will preſent my compliments 
to the ſcandalous college, of which you are preſident, 
and inform them that Lady Teazle, ; ae. returns 
the diploma they granted her, as the leaves off aan 
and kills characters no longer. | 

L. Sneer. You too, madam ! Provoking Inſolent ! 
may your huſband live theſe fifty years. Exit. 

L. Teaz.. O Lord what a malicious creature it is. 

Sir Pet. Not for her laſt with, I hope. 

L. Teaz. Oh, no, no. 

Sir Pet. Well, ir hat have you to ſav for yourſelf ? 

[ To Joſeph. 

Foſ. Sir, I am ſo confounded that Lady Sneerwell 
ſhould impoſe upon us all, by ſuborning Mr Snake, that 
'I know not what to up bu her malice ſhould 
prompt her to injure my brother—l had better follow her. 


[ Exit, 
Sir Pet. Moral to the haſt, | 
LY | | Sir Olin 
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Sir Oliv. Marry her, Joſeph, marry ber if you can— 
Oil and vinegar—you'll do very well together, 

Rowl. Mr Snake, I believe we have no further occa- 
ſion {or you. 

Snake. Before I go, I muſt beg pardon of theſe good 
ladies and gentlemen, for whatever trouble I have been 
the humble inſtrument of cauſing. 

ö Sir Pet. You have made amends by your open confeſ- 
ion. 

Snake. But I muſt beg it as a favour that it may never 
be ſpoke of. | 

Sir Pet. What! are you aſhamed of having done one 

good action in your life ? 
Snake. Sir, I requeſt you to conſider that I live by the 
badneſs of my character, and if it was once known that | 
I had been betrayed into an honeſt dion, I thould loſe 
every friend I have in the world. _ Krit. 

Sir Oliv. Never fear, we ſhan't traduce you by ing 
any thing in your praiſe. 4 

Sir Pet. There's a ſpecious rogue for you. 

L. Teaz. You ſee, Sir Oliver, it needed no great per- 
ſuaſion to reconcile your nephew and Maria. 

Sir Oliv. So much the better; I'll have the wedding 
to morrow morning. 

Sir Pet. What, before you aſk the girl's conſent. 

Char. I have done that a long time ſince above 2 
minute ago——and ſhe look'd 

Mar. O fye, Charles I proteſt, Sir Peter, there has 
not been a word faid. 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, the leſs the better ¶ Joining their 
hank ) there—and may your love never know abatement. 

Sir Pet. And may you live as happily OO, as 
Lady Teazle a dl intend to do. | 
* Char. I ſuſpect, Rowley, I owe much to you, 

Sir Oliv. You do, indeed. 

Rowl. Sir, if-I had failed in my endeavours to ſerve 
you, you would have been indebted to me for the attempt. 
But, deſerve 7 be happy, and you overpay me. 

Sir Pet. Aye, honeſt Rowley always ſaid you would re: 
form, 

Char, Look ye, Sir Peter, as to reforming, 1 ſhall make 
no promiſes, and that I take to be the een ow! 

a f ö that 


# 
Fl 


- 
— 


# 
7 


a 1 
Er 


that [ intend ſetting about it. But here ſhall be my mo- 
nitor, my gentle guide can I leave the virtuous path 
d OY 


thoſe eyes illumine ? | 


Tho! thou, dear maid, ſhould'ſt wave thy beauty's Way, 


Thou ſtill muſt rule, becauſe I will obey; 
An humble fugitive from folly view, 
No ſanctuary near but love and you. 

You can, indeed, each anxious fear remove, 
For even ſcandal dies—— if you approve. 
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WRITTEN BY MR COLMAN. 


SPOKEN IN THE CHARACTER OF LADY TEAZLEF, 


WHO was late ſo volatile and gay, 
'9 Like a trade-wind muft now blow all one WAY; 
Bend all my cares, my ſtudies, and my pows, 
To one old ruſty weather cock my ſpouſe ; 
So wills our virtuous bard—the pye-ball d Bayes 
Of crying epilogees and laughing. plays. 

Old batchelors, who marry ſmart young wives, 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives ! 
Bach bring his dear to town—all faults upon her— 

ondon will prove the very ſource of honour ; 
Plung'd fairly in, like a cold bath, it ſerves, 
When principles relaz—to brace the nerves. 
Such is my caſe— and yet I muſt deplore 
That the gay dream of diſſipation's O er- 
And ſay, ye fair, was ever lively wife, 
Born with a genius for the higheſt life, 
Like me, untimely blaſted in 5 bloom; 
Like me, condemn'd to ſuch a diſmal du] ] 
Save money—when I juſt knew how to waſte 
Leave London—juſt as I began to taſte it © 
Muſt I then watch the early crowing cock ? 
The melancholy ticking of a clock ? 
In the lone ruſtict hall for ever pounded, 
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With humble curates can I now retire, 
Chile good Sir Peter bouzes with the ſquire >; 
And at back gammon mortify my foul, 
That pants for Lu, or flutters at a Vole ? 
even's the Main ! dear ſound ! that muſt expire, 
Loft at hot cockles round a Chriſtmas fire ! 
The tranſient hour of faſhion tos ſoon ſpent. 
Farewel the tranguil mind, farewel content! 
Farewel the plumed head the cuſhion'd tete, 
That tales the cuſuion from its proper ſeat ! 
The ſpirit ſtirring drum! card drums I mean— 
* Spadille, odd Trick, Pam, Baſto, King and Dueen ! 
And you, ye knofkers, that with brazen throat, 
The welcome viſitor's approach denote, 
Farewel ! All quality of high renotun, 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious town, 
Farewell ! your revels T partake no more, 
<< And Lady Teazle's occupation's oer!“ 
All this I told our bard, 
T ought to play deep tragedy next year: 
Mean while he drew wiſe morals from bis play, 
And in theſe ſolemn periods ſtalk'd away, 
Bleſt were the fair, like you, her faults who ſtopt, 
And clos'd ber follies, when the curtain dropt! 
No more in vice or error to engage, 


Or play the fool at large on life's great ſtage !”” 
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SCENE, Don JeromeE's Houſe, at Night. 
Enter Lorez, with a Lanthorn. 
_ Lopez. A 
ELL, / ſarely, this is the hardeſt taſk in nature, 
W to ſerve a man ſo far gone in love. Why, my 
maſter neither eats, drinks, nor ſleeps; and 
here I am obliged to attend him, night and day, in the 
charming amuſements of faſting and waking :—This 
may be pleaſant to a lover; but as I am not one of the 
ſighing gentry, I could wiſh for more ſubſtantial enter- 
tainment.—At this rate, we ſhall make a black Lent of 
the whole year ;—in a fortnight I ſhall be ſhrunk to leſs 
than a ſizeable eel ;—my cheeks are already thinner than 
parchment, and my jaws, for want of proper uſe, are 
almoſt lock'd :— This maſter of mine, is,—but, here he 
comes. * 


Enter FERDINAND. 


Ferd. Well, ſirrah, what are you doing here? Did I 
not order you home ? | 

Lop. I was thinking, fir, if you would but be perſuad- 
ed to go home, ly down, and take a little bit of a nap 
—if it was but by way of novelty, it 

Ferd. Who bid you think, raſcal? Begone ! and let me 
no longer be troubled with your impertinence. 

Lop. Impertinence! Dear fir, conſider my melancholy 
condition; and, if you will indulge any paſſion, pray let 
it be compaſſion for the hollow ſound of my ſtomach— 

Ferd. Peace, cormorant | Thou haſt not an idea beyond 
the groſs ſenſation of eating. | 
| A 2 Lop. 


| THE DUENNA; OR, 


Lap. 1 confeſs the charge, and heartily wiſh it more 
ſubſtantial than mere idea— * 
Ferd. No more, dolt! You muſt faſt and wake as long 
as I pleaſe; ſo begone home, as you fear correction. 
| [Exit Ferdinand. 
Lop. There he goes! Love has taken full poſſeſſion of 
his brain; and, until he comes to his ſober ſenſes, I ſhall 
have neither food nor reſt.— Plague of all your fine ſen- 


ſations, I ſay. [Extf. 


SCENE, Enter Ax rox iO, FERDINAND, and GENTLE- 
MEN, with guitiars, and maſk'd ; who approach under 
Lovisa's window. 


SERENADE. 


| ; 
Ant. Tell me, my lute, can thy fond ſtrain 
So gently ſpeak thy maſter's pain, 
So ſoftly ſing, fo- humbly ſigh, 
That—tho' my fleeping — ſhall know 
Who ſings—Who ſighs below, — 
Her roſy flumbers ſhall not  ; =. 
Thus may ſome viſion whiſper more 
Than ever I durſt ſpeak before | 
Ferd. Tis all in vain, Antonio; Louiſa will not hear 
you; and, if ſhe does, twill be to little purpoſe. 
Ant. 1 am not of your opinion Ferdinand: a ſincere and 
tender lover ſhould never ſhrink at a faint repulſe; if ſhe 


is within hearing, I doubt not to convince you of your er- 


ror. 0 
41 


Art. The breath of morn bids hence the night; 
Unveil thoſe beauteous eyes my fair; 
For, all the dawn of love is there, 
I feel no day—I own no light. 
( After the ſong Lovisa appears at her window.) 


A I Re 


Lou. Waking, 1 heard thy numbers chide, 
: Waking, the dawn did bleſs my fight ; 
"Tis Phoebus ſure, that wooes I cry'd, 
Who ſpeaks in ſong, who moves in light. 


Don 


1 


—a minute more, and I would have made a riddle of his 
calicoe carcaſe. | 


to ſuch cruel treatment ? 


mantic bauble, truly !—But Pl make you know, ſighing, 
whining, madam, that you are a daughter, born to obev, 
and I a father, born to command, —abſolute in power, 
and ſhrewd in diſcernment: —ſo, no more tricks, d'ye 
hear ? 


my perplexities; yet bear up againſt them. 


to niooyꝙꝰ 


THE DOUBLE ELOPEMENT. 


(Don Jerome above, opens his window.) 
A 3:1 K-43. 6; 


Jer. What vagabonds are theſe I hear, 
Fiddling, fluting, rhyming, ranting, 
Piping, ſcraping, whining, canting ? 
Fly, ſcurvy minſtrels, fly! a 

Lou. Nay, pray thee father, why ſo rough? 

Ant. An humble lover I! 

Fer. How durſt you, daughter, lend an ear 

To ſuch deceitful ſtuff? 
Quick. from the window, fly! 

Lou. Adieu, Antonio! Ant. Mult you go? 
A. & IL. We ſoon, perhaps, may meet again; 
For tho' hard fortune is our foe, 

The god of love will fight for us.— 

Fer. Reach me the blunderbuls ! 

A. & L. 'The God of love who knows our pain. 

Fer. Hence, or theſe ſlugs are thro* your brain. 


SCENE, Chamber in Don IzROMAE“s Houle. 
Enter Don JEROME and Lovisa. 


Fer. Tis well the catterwauling puppy made his eſcape: 


Lou. Why, fir, ſhould his honourable love ſubject him 


Jer. Honourable love! and cruel treatment !—fine ro- 


[Exeunt into the houſe. 
SCENE, Street. 


Enter FERDINAND and ANTONIO. 


Aut. Nay, prithee don't be grave, Ferdinand—I have 


Ferd. IJ am the moſt unſortunate of all men living, An- 


Ant. 
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Ant. What is the matter ?—Has Clara and you had a- 
ny difference ? 

Ferd. 1 ama on the rack !—She is ſo much diſpleaſed, 
that I know not if ever I ſhall ſee her again. | 

Ant. What has ſhe taken ill ?!=You muſt have been 
much to blame; for Clara is all gentleneſs. 

Ferd. Indeed I found it was impoſlible to attempt ſee- 
ing her, the father kept ſo watchful an eye :—ſo that 1 
attempted to bribe her maid; which ſucceeded to my wiſh, 
and ſhe conveyed me to her apartment. 

Ant. A gallant youth, upon my word !—And, then, 
I'll be ſworn you took ſome liberty that has ſhocked her 
delicacy.—Tell me did you dare to take her hand. 

Ferd. Moſt aſſuredly I did. 

Ant. And did you preſume to treſpaſs on a kiſs without 
her conſent ? | 

Ferd. A kiſs! I raviſh'd a dozen from her. — 

Ant. And can you wonder at her diſpleaſure ? | 

Ferd. Not in the leaſt : but I am diſtracted in having 
loſt her. 


A 1 R. 


Ferd. Could I her faults remember, 
| Forgetting ev'ry charm, 
Soon would impartial Reaſon 
The tyrant Love diſarm : 
But when enrag'd I number 
Each failing of her mind, 
Love ſtill ſuggeſts her beauty, 
And ſees, while Reaſon's blind. | 

Ferd. Antonio, you were once fond of Clara: how 
ſtands your affection now? 

Ant. Your ſiſter now poſſeſſes all my ſoul.--I once thought 
Clara had charms; but the coldneſs and negle& with 
which ſhe treated me, recalled my heart to its wonted 
ſtate of indifference. 


AIR. 


Ant. I ne'er could any luſtre ſee „ 
| In eyes that would not look on me: 
I ne'er faw near on a lip, _ | 
But where my own did hope to ſip, 3 
as 
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Has the maid who ſeeks my heart 
; Cheeks of roſe-untouch'd by art ? 
1 will own the colour true, 
When yielding bluſhes aid their hue. 
Is her hand ſo ſoft and pure ? 
I muſt preſs it to be ſure : 
Nor can I e'en be certain then, 
Till it grateful preſs again. 
Muſt I, with attentive eye, 
Watch her heaving boſom ſigh ? 
I will do ſo—when I ſee 
That heaving boſom ſigh for me. | 
Ferd. I'll do all in my power to aſſiſt your ſuit with my 
ſiſter :——but, I charge you not to attempt running away 
with her.—You ſhall have my intereſt as far as that can 
ſerve you. : 
Aut. Would not you, Ferdinand, run away with Clara, 
if ſhe would conſent ? | 
Ferd. 1 muſt confeſs I ſhould not heſitate : but, you 
will allow, we never do by other men's wives and daugh- 
ters, as we wiſh they ſhould do by our's. 
Ant. You need be under no uneaſineſs, on my account, 
in reſpect to Clara. 


A I X. 


Ant. Friendſhip is the bond of reaſon; 
But, if beauty diſapprove, ' 
Heav'n abſolves all other treaſon, 
In the heart that's true to love. 


The faith which to my friend I ſwore, 
As a civil oath I view: 
But to the charms which I adore, 
*Tis religion to be true. 


Then if to one l falſe mult be 8 
Can I doubt which to prefer 
Breach of ſocial faith with thee, 
Or ſacrilege to love and her. 
(Exit Antonio. 
Ferd. Sure Antonio has no lurking paſſion for Clara. 
And, yet, methinks, this change muſt be all pretence: 
- > for 
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for who that has ever loved her can ceaſe to do ſo—Bet, 
from his try'd ſincerity, how can I doubt his friendſhip ? 


A I R. 


Ferd. The' the cauſe of ſuſpicion appears, 
Yet proofs of her love too are ſtrong : 
I'm a wretch if right in my fears, 
And unworthy her ſmiles if I'm wrong. 
What heart-breaking torments from jealouſy flow, 
Ah ! none but the jealous—the jealous can know ! 
When bleſt with the ſmiles of my fair, 
I know nat how much I adore; 
Theſe ſmiles let another but ſhare, 
And I wonder I priz'd them no more. 
'Then whence can I hope a relicf from my woe, 
When the falſer ſhe ſeems, ſtill the fonder I grow! 


SCENE, Chamber in Don JEROMuE's Houſe, 
Enter LovisA and DuENNàA. 


Duen. Are you ſtill determined, my dear Miſs, to take 
ſo raſh a ſtep ?—Are yon really ſo fond of Antonio, as 
to marry him without a fortune? I fear you will hereafter 
repent, and reflect on the imprudence af your choice. | 


AIX. 


Lou. Thou can'ſt not boaſt of fortune's ſtore, | 
My love! while me they wealthy call; | 
But I was glad to find thee poor | 
For, with my heart, I'd give thee all: 
And then the grateful youth ſhall own, 
I lov'd him for himſelf alone. 


But, when his worth my hand ſhall gain, 
No word or look of mine ſhall ſhew, 
That I the ſmalleſt thought retain 
Of what my bounty did beſtow : , 
Yet ſtill his grateful heart ſhall own, 
I lov'd him for himſelf alone. 


Duen. Indeed, Louiſa, I overheard your father ſay, you 
ſhould marry little Iſaac, the Jew, to-morrow morning: 
| Now, 
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Now, if we ſucceed in our plot, you ſhall give him up 
to me entirely. | 

Lou. O yes, with all my heart !=-But have you gained 
the maid to my intereſt ?!—My brother Ferdinand has 
promiſed his aſſiſtance. 

Duen. All is as you wiſh. But I muſt have Anto- 
nio's laſt letter.—That muſt be the cauſe of his ſuſpicion ; 
and leave the reſt to me. 

Lou. There it is; (gives a letter.) and I wiſh you ſuc- 
ceſs with all my heart. 

Enter Don JEROME and FenxDINAND. 

Fer. What is all this ſcraping, fiddling, and ſerenading 
—] deſire I may have no more of it.—And what have you 
been about, ſir ?—diſturbing ſome honeſt family in the 
ſame manner, I ſuppoſe. Louiſa, to-morrow, child, I have 
determined you ſhall marry Iſaac Mendoza; and then 

Lon. O, fir, do not make me miſerable FM 

Fer. Any thing more? 

Lou. Sir, he's a Jew— 

Fer. That's a miſtake ; for he's changed his religion 
theſe ſix weeks. —Any thing more ? 

Lou. Sir, He's a Portugueze. 

Fer. 'That's another miſtake ; for he has forſworn his 
conntry.—Any thing more? 

Low. Sir, he has, to me, the greateſt fault that ever a 
man had. 

Fer. Hey-day !—What's that pray ? 

Lou. He is my averſion. 

Fer. Louiſa, I care not : I know he loves you, and has 
the money. The beſt experiment in nature, to obtain 
good fruit, 1s to graft on a crab. You know my wife 
and I lived very happy; yet there was no love between 
us, and we expected none; therefore, were not diſap- 
pointed: —and, the poor woman, when ſhe died; I was 


ſo ſorry, that I did not care if ſhe had lived. I wiſh every 
man in Spain could ſay as much. And now fir, if you 


have any more advice to give your ſiſter, about diſobedi- 


ence to her father, be brief; for I intend to lock her up 


in her room, and will not ſee her face, till ſhe returns to 
her duty. 


Ferd. Sir, for my ſiſter's ſake, I cannot help ſpeak- 
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Fer. Then, fir, for my ſake, hold your tongue. 
[Exit Ferdinand, 
(Don Jerome Hocks uþ Lovis A, and, returning, meets the 
DvENNA. ) 
Jer. So madam! have I found you ont !—Here's 2 


witch! engaged in Antonio's intereſt. How did you dare 
to encourage ſuch a piece of miſchief ? 


Duen. Well, and if I am in Antonio's intereſt, I am 
not aſhamed to own it; for I always Gs in the ten- 
der paſſions 

Fer. In the tender paſſions! O, you old piece of ini- 
quity, you are an antidote to all the tender paſſions. Get 
out of my houſe, this moment, out of my houſe, I ſay! 


vou, that I took into my houſe to be a ſcare- crow, to be- 


come a decoy-duck — Get along! you old piece of ini- 
quity! 

Duen. Well, fir, I don't want to ſtay in your houſe; 
but I muſt go and lock up my wardrobe. 

Fer. Your wardrobe ' When you came into my houſe, 
you could carry your wardrobe in your comb-caſe, you 
could, you old dragon: 25 

Duen. And my veil, too, I hope you would not have 
me go without my veil. 

Fer. Your veil! you can't go without a veil, indeed! 
Il ſappoſe you are afraid of your beauty. Well, go a- 
long and get your veil, you old devil: (He lets the Duenna 
in to Louiſa.) A fine ſtory indeed! if parents are to be diſ- 
obeyed on account of love, liking, beauty, and ſuch non- 
ſenſe :—But, as my father made me marry to pleaſe him, 
without caring two pence for my bride ; fo, my daughter 
ſhall marry to pleaſe me, though age, deformity, and a- 
varice thould be my choice. 


A I. R. 


If a daughter yon have, ſhe's the plague of your life: 
No peace you ſhall know—tho' vou've buried your wiſe : 
At twenty ſhe mocks at the duty you taught her, 
O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter! 
Sighing and NW RN 
Dying and pining! 
O what a plague i is an 8 daughter 
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houſe, 1 don't know where to go: —if I knew. 
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When ſcarce in their teens they have wit to perplex us. 
With letters and lovers they perpetually vex us; 
While each till rejects the fair ſuitor you've brought her; 
Wrangling and jangling ! 
Flouting and pouting ! 
O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter ! 

Fer. So, madam, you have got your veil ;—-now march 
off;—and, if you pleaſe, Vi fee you clear of my houſe. 
— There. go,—go to Antonio !—go to him; and do ye 
hear ?—ſince he has got you turned out of a good place, 
he had better make you amends, by taking you home with 
himſelf. [Exit Don Jerome. 


SCENE, Town. 
Enter Louisa, who peeps through her veil, 


Lou. Good bye to you, fir, Laughing. 
Enter CLARA and Many. 
(Lovisa fees them and retires.) 

Maid. Well, madam, what ſteps do you intend to pur- 
ſue, now that you have eſcaped from your father ? 

Cla. My intention is to viſit the convent of St Catha- 
rine's; and, perhaps, hereafter take the veil. Ferdinand 
has ſo much offended me, that I cannot forgive him. 

Lou. ( Coming forward.) Now, I have left my father's 


- 


who's here ?—methinks it ſhould be Clara. 
Ca. That muſt be Louiſa. ( Beth lifting up their veils.) 
Zou. Clara ! 1 
Cla. Louiſa ! 


Lou. Clara, I am aſham'd to inform you what I have 
done. 


Your good ſenſe will certainly condemn my con- 
duct. | 
Cla. Tell me, my dear;—I am your friend, and you 
may truſt me. 
Las. To be plain, then, my dear Clara, I have elop'd 
from my father's houſe. 
Cla. Indeed, Louifa, I ſhould be angry at ſo mad an ac- 
tion, but that I have juſt now committed the ſame offence. 
Lou. And, how do you intend to avoid the ſearch of 
your family ? Ts. 8 = . 
Cla. 1 am going to the convent of St Catharine's - My 
B 2 father's 
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father's ſeverity is paſt all bearing; and your brother has 


10 much offended me, that I ſhall never forgive him. 
| AI R. 


Cla. When ſable night each drooping plant ring, 
Wept o'er her flow'rs her breath did cheer, 
As ſome ſad widow o'er her babe deptoring, 
| Wakes its beauty with a tear. 


When all did ſleep, whoſe weary hearts could borrow 
One hour from love and care to reſt— 
Lo! as I preſs'd my couch in filent ſorrow, 
My tover caught me to his breaſt ! 


He vow'd he came to ſave me 
From thoſe that would enſlave me; 
Then kneeling, 
Kiſſes ſtealing, 
Endleſs faith he ſwore ! 
But ſoon I chid him thence, 
For, had his fond pretence 
Obtain'd one favour then 
And had he preſs'd again, 
I fear*'d my treach'rous heart might grant him more! 
Cla. Where is Antonio ?—Is he not the partner of your 
flight ? 
Lou. No; nor is he acquainted with my intention. My 


father cruelly inſiſted I ſhould marry Iſaac the Jew tomor- 
row: this extraordinary command has compelled me to 
this diſagreeable ſtep.—Oh yonder goes my brother, with 


the very man my father intended I ſhould marry. 
Cla. Won't it be dangerous if he ſees you? 


Lou. No, my dear, he never ſaw me; but his frequent 


viſits to my father's, made him ſhew his odious figure ve- 
ry often before my window, from whence he was ſhewn 
to me. 

Cla. He comes this way: I'll leave you: (going. )J— 
But, Louiſa, when you ſee your brother, be ſure you don't 
tell bim that I am gone to the convent of St Catharine's 
two doors down on the right hand ſide of the piazza. 
Tou. Oh, you may depend upon it, I will tell him 
where you may not be found: (going. W But my. dear 

| | friend, 
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friend, will you allow me to make uſe of your name, as I 


may find occaſion. 
Cla. With all my heart ;—any thing in my power you 


may command. (Exit Clara. 


5 Enter IsAAc. | | 
Tfa. Ay, ay !—there's no doubt this little figure of mine 


will ſoon captivate the heart of Don Jerome's daughter. 


—But, who have we here ;—a, pretty girl, faith, - how 
ſhe eyes me; (ſhe approaches.) ay, ay! ſhe is certainly 
ſtrack with my dreſs and figure : and I don't wonder at 
it ;—I have ſome reaſon to think they are particularly 
ſtriking.— | 

Lou. Sir, your ſervant :—good ſtranger, I hope you 
will excuſe this liberty ;—1 have a favour to requeſt of 
you. 

Tſa. i am ſorry for you, young woman ;—but I am po- 
ſitively engaged 

Lou. But, ſir, you don't ſeem to nnderſtand me—— 

7ja. 1 can't make you any honourable propoſals ; 
and, If I was to offer any thing elſe, I ſuppoſe you have 
ſome good-natured brother or couſin, that would run me 
through the guts.—You have no hopes, child ;—I am 
ſorry for you. | 

Lou. It is not your perſon I ſolicit; I have no ambiti- 
on of that kind; my ſuit is of a very different nature: 
To be plain with you, fir, I am told you are acquainted 
with Signior Antonio ;—if it is not too much trouble, and 


vou will lend your pity to a ſtranger, pleaſe to direct him 


to me. 

1ſa. Oh,—then 'tis not me you're fond of ?— 

Lou. You no, indeed: | 

1ſa. Why, then, I muſt tell you, that you are a little, 
confident, ſelf-ſufficient minx, and not the perſon I took 
you for,—But pray, young woman, what is your name? 

Lou. Clara, ſir, Don Guzman's daughter. 1 have left 
my fathers houſe in purſuit of my lover; who, as yet, 
knows nothing of the matter. ; 

Ja. Hum !—this may turn to my advantage ;—for 
Louiſa, | know, is fond of Antonio, and, if ſhe ſhould be 
jealous of Clara, ſhe will then conſent to marry me, in 
revenge for Antonio's falſchood. (aſide. )—Well, miſs, 
to ſhew you my good nature, I'll forgive the affront you 

| | offered 
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offered me; I will endeavour to fiad your lover, and ſend 
him to you immediately. —]n the mean time, here comes 
a friend of mine I can confide in: he will take care of you 
while I look for Antonio. 

Enter. CARLOs. 

Za. Carlos, this is a young lady, whoſe lover I am go. 
ing in ſearch of: you will take her to my lodgings, kill 
I find him.—Be ſure to take particular care of her. 

Lou. Oh, fir, now that you are acquainted with my ſi= 
tuation, ſure you won't deceive me :—if you do, it will 
render me miſerable! 

Car. Well ſaid, fake politician, 


1 1 = 
Car. Had I a heart for falſehood fram'd, 


Ine er could injure you: 
For, tho' your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
Vour charms would make me true. 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, | 
No ſtranger offer wron 

For friends in all the ag ou'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


But when they learn that you have bleſt, 
Another with your heart, 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſions reſt, 
And act a brother's part. 


Then lady dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong; 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


DECALOGUE, 


Za. My miſtreſs expects me, and I muſt go to her, 
Or how can I hope for a ſmile ? 

Tou. Soon may you return a proſperous wooer, 
But think what I ſuffer the while! 


Alone and away from the man that I love, 
In ſtrangers I'm forc'd to confide. | 
Ja. Dear lady my friend, you may truſt, and he'll prove 
your ſervant, protector, and guide, | 


AIR. 


1 
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AI bs 


Car. Gentle maid, oh! why ſuſpect me? 
Let me ſerve thee— then reject me. 
Can'ſt thon truſt and 1 deceive thee ? 
Art thou ſad—and ſhall I grieve thee ? 
Gentle maid, ah! why ſuſpect me? 
Let me ſerve thee—then reje& me. 


T RIO. 


Lou. Never may'ſt thou happy be 
If in ought thou'rt falte to me 

Car. Never may I happy, Cc. 

Tja. Never may he, Cc. 

Tſa. Jam ſure my good friend will do all in his power 
to amuſe you, *till I find Antonio, and ſend him to you. 
AI muſt on another errand. 


1 II. 
SCENE, Parlour in Don Jerome's Houſe, 


Enter Don JEROME and IsAAc, meeting. 


JEROME. | 
H ! little Iſaac, I rejoice to ſee thee—T have been 
—thinking of thee, and have been planning for thy 
happineſs. © 
Za. Don Jerome, you are too good to me; and I am 
much obliged to you.—l dare fay you have thought me 
tardy in my viſit ; but a cirenmſtance has detained me 
which I will inform you of —Your neighbour, Don Guz- 
man's daughter, is run away from her father: I met her 
in my way hither; and ſhe ſent me to ſeek Antonio.— 
. You ſee I can keep a ſecret. 

Fer. Ah, Iſaac, ſee when my daughter will ſerve me 
ſach a trick. — I am wiſer than them all.—I have locked 
her up, to make ſure of her. N 

Jſa. And ſee when my miſtreſs will ſerve me fo. My 
aunt always ealled me wile little Solomon; let Iſaac alone; 
he's a cunning little dog; a little roguiſh, now and then, 
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in money matters; but keen, deviliſh keen -I will ſend 
Antonio to her; in which caſe he will be no longer my 
rival with Louiſa !-—Ay, ay! I am deviliſh keen, — But, 
what hopes of ſucceſs have I with your fair daughter ? 

Fer. Why, indeed, ſhe is like all her ſex, —a little 
perverſe ;—but, I have lock'd her up, and have ſworn ne- 
yer to ſee her more, *till ſhe 1s obedient to my commands; 
—and, to-morrow, Iſaac, I intend you ſhall marry her. 
—O ! ſhe is a beautiful creature. 

Ta. I do not doubt it.—Pleaſe, fir, to give me a de- 
ſcription of her. | 

Fer. With all my heart. Let me ſee now. 
eyes are like diamonds of the firſt water; | | 

Ta. Diamonds of the firſt water; that's very good; 
But I had much rather they were real diamonds. [ Aſide. 

Fer. Her ſkin is like the pureſt dimity; her teeth 


are even, and whiter and better enamelled than elephant's 


—and her voice is like a Virginian N Wand, as 
for dimples—hold, hold; dimples did 1 ſay ? — No, ſhe has 
but one dimple; but I defy you to tell which is the pret- 
tieſt, the cheek that has the dimple, or, the cheek that 
has not the dimple; — then, her chin; —ſhe has a lovely 
down on her chin, like the down of a peach. 

Tſe. Lord! Lord! 1 am afraid I ſhall be overpowered 
with her beauty ; and I ſhonld not care to be in love with 
any thing but her money :—but, for my part, I don't 
much mind whether handſome or otherwiſe, — 


AIX. 


Za. Give Enoch the nymph whom no beauty can boaſt, 


But health and good-humour to make her his toaſt; 
If ſtraight, I don't mind whether ſlender or fat, 
At ſix feet, or four—we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 


What'er her complexion, I vow I don't care; 
If brown it is laſting—more pleaſant if fair, 
And, tho' in her cheeks I no dimples ſhould ſee, 
Let her ſmile——and each dell is a dimple to me. 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 
And her eyes be e' en any colour but green; 
For in eyes, tho' ſo various in luſtre and hue, 


I ſwear I've no choice—only let her have two. 
| 'T'is 


Her 
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"Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own—are genteeler than black. 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
But I only defire——that ſhe may*nt have a beard. 
Fer. There! there! go your ways to her : that way 
leads to her chamber; the maid will conduct you to 
the apartment. 4 
Tſa. I muſt confeſs, I feel a little baſhful.— How ſhould 
I addreſs her Do you think ſhe will be ſtruck with 
my figure ? | 
Fer. You a lover !—and aſk that queſtion—let me in- 
ſtruct you 


1 


Jer. When the maid whom we love 
| No intreaties can move, 
Who'd lead a life of pining ? 
If her charms will excuſe 
The fond raſhnefs you uſe, 
—Away with idle whinning ! 


Ne'er ſtand like a fool, 
With looks ſheepiſh and cool; 
—Such baſhful love is teazing : 
But with ſpirit addreſs, 
And you're fure of ſucceſs; 
For honeſt warmth is pleaſing. 


Nay, tho' wedlock's in view, 
Like a rake if you'll woo, 
Girls ſooner quit their coldneſs : 
They know beauty inſpires, 
Leſs reſpect than defires—— 
Hence love is prov'd by boldneſs. 


So ne'er ſtand like a fool, &c. 
| | [Exit Don Jerome. 


SCENE, Chamber. 


Ja. Hark! I thought I heard her — No; it was only 
my fears !--Lord ! ſhe muſt be a moſt beautiful and en- 
chanting creature !—I think I hear the rattling of ſilks : 
it muſt be ſne.— 0, here ſhe comes. 

| | Enter 
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| Enter DvzNnNa dreſſed like Lovis. 
Duen. Sir, your ſervant 


Tha. Your ſervant madam 

Duen. My papa has informed me, fir, that you are 
the gentleman who has kindly profeſfed a partiality for 
me. Will you pleaſe to ſit down, fir ? 

Iſa. Madam, I hope l hope, madam (Advances 
ſlowly towards the chair.) O law !——(Duenna advancing to- 
wards the chair.) 1 don't know what to ſay. (Sees her.) 
Zounds what a witch! 

Duen. What's the matter, fir ?—you appear frighten” d. 

Za. No madam, I'm obliged to you. —Zounds ! is this 
the bit of dimity he told me off? — But as long as ſhe has 
money enough, I'll try to reconcile her looks. [4/ide. 

Duen. I hope you are not ill, fir ?— 

Ig. Only a little ſurpriz'd, madam; your beauty has 
overcome me. Ves, [he has the down upon her chin, ſure 
enough. Afi ide. 

Duen. Do, pray fit down, fir ;,-but you'll wonder 
at my condeſcenſion, fir;——1 was inform'd you was 
the pooreſt, little diminutive wretch ;—that you was 
ill- made, yellow-faced, ſnub-nos'd ;—inſtead of which I 
find you fo genteel, ſo well bred, that I proteſt I am 
quite charm'd with you ;— 


Za. There is ſomething very pretty in the tone of her 
voice. 

Duen. You are really ſo captivating, that I am quite 
delighted with you, —ſo much, that maiden honeſty gives 
way to the ſtriking proportion of your perſon ;— 

Ta. Faith, now look at her again, ſhe is not quite ſo 
ugly - Drawing nearer.) Will you pardon me, madam, if 
| falute you? ( "Ki i/Jes her. * —a man might as well 
kiſs a hedge-hog. [ Aſide. 

Duen. But, fir, you muſt pardon me,—you ſhould get 
rid of that filthy beard :—] proteſt it is like an artichoke.— 

Tſa. Why, as you ſay, miſs, the razor would not be a- 
miſs— for either of us. ( A/ide.)—But, I am told you have 
a ſweet voice, miſs, — will you pleaſe to favour me with a 
ſong—by way of paſſing the time? 

Duen. My papa, fir, is afraid to truſt me even with 
my muſic maſter; and I have not practiſed for ſome time: 
—But I'll try, ( Endeauours to ſing, but ſcreams.) 0 
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Jaa. Very like a Virginian nightingale [Afide. 
Duen. I'm very hoarſe, fir. | 23 
1ſa. On, pray, miſs, don't trouble yourſelf to ſing any 
more: I hear you are very hoarſe :=-but, perhaps, if you 
took it lower, it would not oblige you to make ſuch wry 


Duen. I have a great cold, ſir ;—but to pleaſe ſo accom- 
pliſhed a gentleman, Ill endeavour to recolle& my laſt 
new words. | 


AIX. 


Duen. When a tender maid 
Is firſt eſſay d 
By ſome admiring ſwain, 
How her bluſhes riſe, 
If ſhe meets his eyes, 
While he unfolds his pain! 


If he takes her hand—ſhe trembles quite! 

Touch her lips—and ſhe ſwoons ontright. 
While a pit-a-pat, Cc. | 
Her heart avows her fright, 


But in time appear 
Fewer ſigns of fear : 
The youth ſhe boldly views: 

If her hand he graſp, 
Or her boſom claſp, 
No mantling bluſh enſues ! 


Then to church well pleaſed the lovers move, 
While her ſmiles her contentment prove : 
And a pit-a-pat, Cc. 
Her heart avows her love! 


Ia. Well, miſs Louiſa, may I hope for the happineſs 
of calling you mine, to-morrow ?—It is your father's de- 
ſire, and what I molt ardently wiſh for. — 

Duen. One thing promiſed, and I ſhall freely conſent. 
—As my father treated me with ſeverity, I made a vow 
never to receive a huſband from his hands: but if you 
will obtain the key of the garden gate, under pretence of 
our walking, I wlll elope from thence with you. | 


Ja. (Pavuſing.) In that 8 I ſhall not be obliged to 
e 2 | 


make 
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make any ſettlement on her.—-(Afide.) Ves, miſs; I will 
_ endeavour tc: prevail upon your father; as Iam very much 
in his good graces. | 

[ Enter Cannes. 


Car. Well ſaid, brother Iſaac, -I ſee you are a brilk, | 


and I hope a thriving wooer. 

Ja. As to that, thriving enough; but 

Duen. What does he ſay, Mr Iſaac? | 

Ia. I am fo puzzled, I don't know what to fay —Do 
for heaven's ſake, ſay or ſing ſomething to pleaſe her. 

Car. I'll ſtrive to pleaſe you both. — She is very tenaci- 
ous of her beauty. 

Iſa. I don't doubt out; ſhe has a damn'd deal of it ; 
and ſhe ought to hold it faſt. 


AIX. 
Car. Ah, ſure a pair was never ſeen, 
So juſtly form'd to meet by nature ! 
The youth excelling ſo in mein, 
The maid in ev'ry grace of feature ! 
O, how happy ate ſuch lovers, 
When Kindred beauties each diſcovers ! 
For furely ſhe 
Was made for thee, 
And thou to bleſs this lovely creature ! 


So mild your looks your children thence, 
Will early learn the taſk of duty, 
The boys with all their father's ſenſe, 
The girls with all their mother's beauty; 
O, how happy to inherit | 
At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit ! 
Thus, while you live, 
| May Fortune give— 
Each blefling—equal to your merit 


The. Carlos, I thank thee. Now, miſs, I'll wait upon 
your father, and obtain the key. | 
Duen. Be ſure you don't tell my papa how complying 

I have been. 
Ja. O, O, you may depend mils upon my prudence.— 
Such a damn'd piece of conceit and 27 I never ſaw 
in my life. (Aſide. ) (Exeunt 3 
SCEN 
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SCENE, Chamber. 


Enter Don JEROME and Isa Ac. a 
Jer. Well, Iſaac, what reception did you meet with ? 
Ils ſhe not a fine girl? — She has her grandfather's lip to 
2 hair. | | 
1ſa. Aye, and her grandfather's chin to a hair? [ Aſide. 
Fer. Well, Iſaac, what reception did you meet with! 
How did my daughter behave ? | 
Ila. Why, better than I thought ;—But, pray, how 
old may your daughter be ? ö 
er. Let me ſee: twelve and eight--ay--is juſt twenty. 
Ta. Then I'll venture to ſay, ſhe is the oldeſt looking 
girl of her age in the kingdom. — Why, zounds! ſhe might 
paſs for my grandmother :—and as to her ſkin, that you 
told me was like the pureſt dimity, by this light it is 
down right nankeen :—And then, her teeth being white 
—why, they're as black as coal; where one is' ivory, its 
neighbour is pure ebony, alternately black and white, 
like the keys of an harpſichord Her voice, too, you told 
me, was like a Virginian nightingale: why, it is like a 
crack' d warming- pan: — And, as for dimples To be 
ſure ſhe has the devil's own dimples! Yes! and you 
told me ſhe had a lovely down upon her chin, like the 
down of a peach; but, damme, if ever | ſaw ſuch down 
upon any creature in my life, except once upon an old 
oat. | 
, Fer. What, ſir! do you mean to- inſult me, and abuſe 
my daughter, that is allowed to be the handſomeſt girl in 
all Spain !—But, I ſuppoſe you want to be off from the 
match. | | | 
1ſa. What the devil ſhall I fay now ?—Why then, ſeri- 
„ Jerome, do you think your daughter hand- 
fome ! | 
Fer. The fineſt girl in all Spain 
Ja. Lord! Lord! How partial ſome parents are to 
their children Then, ſince you provoke me to ſpeak, 
ſhe's a downright witch | 
h Enter FERDINAND. | 
Fer. Hey day ?—you ſeem to be upon odd terms, for 
a father and ſon-in-law. | | 
Fer. What's that to you, you jack-a-napes ! 
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Tf. He looks plaguy angry with me. I believe I had 
better draw in my horns, or I ſhan't have his bit of di- 
mity. f | [Afide. 
| A I R. | | 

1Ja. Believe me, good fir, I ne'er meant to offend, 

My miſtreſs I love, and J value my friend: 


To win her and wed her, is ſtill my requeſt, 
For better for worſe—and I ſwear I don't jeſt. 


| Fer. _— reg "wp not provoke me, my rage 1s 
o high. 


Tſe. Hold him faſt I beſeech you, his rage is ſo high, 
Good fir you're too hot, and this place I muſt fly, 


Jer. You're a knave and a ſot, and this place had beſt 


| fly. 

Iſa. You are in ſuch a paſſion now :—( Going to him.) 
Did you think I was in earneſt I was but jeſting all the 
ahile You ſo haſty, Don Jerome ;—1 had a mind to 
joke a little : that was all, upon my honour! | 

Fer. Then you was not in earneſt ?!—=Zonnds! I thought 
you were 1n e a I can forgive a joke as well as 
any one :—but, take care how you carry your jokes ſo 


far; for I was near being in a bit of a paſſion. Come, 


get ſome PA here; and that will drown all animoſities. 


| 


Fi FL RE EOS 
Don Jerome. Isaac, md FERDINAND. 


A bumper of good liquor, 

Will end a conteſt quicker, 

Than juſtice, judge, or vicar; 
So fill a chearful glaſs, 
And let good humour paſs. 


But if more deep the quarrel, 
Why ſooner detain the barrel, 
Than be the hateful fellow, 4 
That's crabbed when he's mellow, 


A bumper, Cc. 
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© SCENE, Street. 
Is AAc and ANTONIO, meeting. 


Ta. Good day, Antonio—lT am glad to have met you: 
I have been in purſuit of you. 

Ant. 1 am happy you have found me. What is your 
buſineſs with me, Iſaac ? e 

Za. Only a little love affair: — that's all.— Clara is run 


away from her father, Don Guzman, and has laid her 
Vou have 


commands upon me, to bring you to her. 
no objection, I hope, ſir: a very fine girl !— 
Ant. Two things forbid it :—friendſhip and honour. — 
Clara, Don Guzman's daughter !—It cannot be me ſhe 
ſent for. | | | 

Tſa. Oh, damn your friendſhip and Fonour.—Go to 
her.—I ſay it was you ſhe ſent for, and go you muſt. She 
is all impatience, and waiting at Don Carlos' lodgings.— 
Come, come, and Fll conduct you to her. 

Ant. Well, I'll go to her.—Poſlibly I may be able to 
ſerve her, with regard to my friend Ferdinand. (Aſide. ) 
Lead on, Iſaac, and I'll follow. 

1a. Methinks you are deviliſh loath to viſit a pretty 
wench.—If ſhe had ſent for me, I ſhould have taken pity 
on her inſtantly. ; [Exeunt, 


SCENE. 


Enter Louis. 
At. 


Zou. What bard, O Time, diſcover, 
With wings firſt made thee move ! 
Ah! ſure he was ſome lover 
Who ne'er had left his love! 


For who that once did prove 
The pangs which abſence brings, 
Tho” but one day, 
He were away, 
Could picture thee with wing} 


What bard, Cc. 


Enter 
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Enter CaRLos. 

Tow, What has detained you ſo long ?—Where is An- 
ton'o ! 

Car. 1 have been in ſearch of him, but without ſucceſs: 
Ifaac is now in purſuit of him. 

Lou. Cruel, cruel man !—You was never in love; elſe 
would not fobrt with the anxiety of a tender heart ! 
br Carlos ſighs.) But, was you, Carlos, was you ever in 

ve ? | 
Car. I was, | Louiſa. | 
Lou. And, was your miſtreſs true? 

Car. Oh! ba ſhe been always fo I had been happy! 


AIX. 


Car. Oh, bad my lover ne'er ſmil'd on me, 
L ne'er had known ſuch anguiſh; 
But, think how falſe, how cruel ſhe, 
To bid me ceaſe to languiſh; 


To bid me hope her hand to gain, 

Breathe on a flame half periſh'd, 

And then, with cold and fix'd diſdain, 
To kill the hope ſhe cheriſh'd! 


Not worſe his fate—who, on a wreck 
That drove as winds did blow it 
Silent had left the ſhatter'd deck 
To find 2 grave below it: 


Then land was cried no more reſign'd, 
He glow'd with joy to hear it, 

Not worſe his/fate-—his woe to find 

The wreck muſt ſink e'er near it. 


Enter a SERVANT. 

Serv. Two entlemen below, fir. 

Lou. Antonio and Ifaac, no doubt. We'll retire a mo- 
ment, to ſee Antonio's ſurprize. Let us ſtep into this 
room. [Goes to the door of the ſcene. 

Enter ANTONIO, Isaac, and SERVANT. 

Za. Where is Clara? I have found Antonio, and have 
brought him to you at laſt : for it was with great difficul- 
ty I perſuaded him to come with me. (Servant points 
10 the door where Louiſa is. — Antonio goes in reluctantly.) 
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lay one moment ? 


THE DOUBLE ELOPEMENT. 25 


Za. 1 think I'll juſt take a peep to ſee the meeting.— 
So, ſo, I think he has pretty well reconciled his friend- 
ſhip and honour to the interview.—He does not ſeem to 
feel any qualms of conſcience now. Fll leave them to ſet- 


tle the Teſt, and purſue my own buſineſs. [Extt. 


Enter Louisa, ANTONIO, and CARLos. 
Ant. And are you ſure the Jew does not ſuſpect the 
plot contrived againſt him? . 
Lou. Not in the leaſt, —He is too vain of his own per- 
ſon; and money is his aim: therefore he thinks every 
charm is centered in the Duenna. f 


Ant. How ſhall I thank you, my dear Louiſa, for the. 


confidence you repoſe in me?—Alas! I feared my all was 


Joſt; conſidering my want of fortune, and that your fa- 


ther's cruelty would oblige us to renounce our love. 

Car. Permit me, my dear friend, to with you joy on 
this happy meeting.—May every hour of your life prove 
as happy as the preſent ! 5 | 
Ant. I thank you, my dear Carlos.—And now, Lou 
fa, that happineſs is within our reach, why ſhould we de- 
I'll go and bring a prieſt, that ſhall 
put it out of the power of man to part us. [Going. 

Loa. (Stopping him.) Stay, eee, 1 have 
been ſo imprudent as to leave my father's houſe, and fly 
to you for protection, it was to avoid the hated marriage 
with the Jew :——But you'll ſhew your love by leaving 
the management of this to my direction. 

Car. Come, come, Antonio, as my ſiſter has hitherto 
confided in you, tis but juſt you ſhould let her now com- 
mand, 

Ant. I muſtobey—But why do we trifle with the hours, 
ſo precious to us both? Your father muſt be recon- 
ciled when we.are made one. 

Lou. No more, I beſeech you.—l1 will go to my friend 
Clara's apartment, and write my letter. I hope you will 
not fail to meet me there, | 

Ant. 1 ſubmit with pleaſure, and ſhall be impatient for 
a moment, 
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A 1 R. 1 1 1 0. 
ANTONI10, CarLos, and Lovis. 


Soft pity never leaves the gentle breaſt, 

Where love has been receiv'd a welcome gueſt : 
As wand'ring ſaints poor huts have ſacred made, 
He hallows ev'ry heart he once has ſway'd; 

And (when his preſence we no longer ſhare) 
Still _ compaſſion as a relict there. 


; Lr 
| 
| A CT... ith 
SCE NE, Hall in Don IEROMuE's Houſe. 


28 Don JEROME, and SERVA NT. 


IE ROME. 


WIr. to be ſure; theſe women are ſtrange beings : 


they never know their own minds a minute. 

Why now, it was but this morning, that ſhe could never 
marry Iſaac, becauſe he was a Jew : and behold, this af- 
ternoon ſhe is eloped with him. Are you ſure it was 
them ?. 

Serv. O yes, ſir, it was indeed. 1 w them in a poſt- 
chaiſe, driving from the garden gate. You know, fir, it 
was by your commands the gardener gave him the key to 
walk with my young lady on the parterre. 

Fer. I rejoice to hear it ;——the news makes my old 
heart glad ;——and my daughter will be happy. 

Enter SERVANT, with a Letter. 

Serv. My maſter, Iſaac, ſends this letter with all due 
reſpect to your honour. | 

Jer. Here, give it me, you dog. This is to inform 
me, I ſuppoſe, he is married, and to crave my leave to 
return. I am tranſported (Reads. ) „ Sir, your 
©* approbation of what I have already done would give me 
* the greateſt pleaſure : I am anxious to receive your 
<< blefling; and will immediately return, if I have your 
** permiſhon. Louiſa's duty to her deareſt father. By 
«© the time this reaches your hand, I ſhall be honoured 
de with the title of your ſon-in-law, Tfaac Mendoza.” — 


p 
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As I could wiſh! Here, Lopez! Francis! Vaſquez ! 
put on your/beſt liveries; throw open all the doors; call 

the cook; bid him prepare a ſupper with all the delica» 

cies Spain affords :——bid all my neighbours welcome; 

and requeſt them to partake my happineſs : tell them I 

expect my ſon and rar noi home. Get the keys of 

the cellar, and make all happy. 

Enter ſecond SE RVvAN T, with a Letter. 

Serv. This from my young miſtreſs. 

Fer. Why, ay, this is from Louiſa.——Since Iſaac 
wrote to me, what need the little baggage trouble her- 
ſelf ?——One would think they were not together when 
theſe were wrote. Let me ſee ( Reads,)—** Dear- 
“ eſt papa, tho' I have been ſo imprudent as to leave 
«© your houſe, I hope you will pardon the indiſcretion: 
„It is with a man who is paſſionately fond of me, and 
e whoſe merits equally claim my regard. Your conſent, 
© before the ceremony is performed, will make bleſſed 
your dutiful daughter, —Zouifa.” Go, get pen, ink, 
and paper, in my room, that I may ſend my conſent with 
all haſte. My heart is light, methinks I have renews 
ed my age. 


A I R. ; 
Fer. O the days when I was young! 
When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpite, 
 Talk'd of love the whole day long, 
And with nectar crown'd the night, 


Then it was, old father Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. 
O the days, Oc. 


Truth they ſay lies in a well!; 
Why I vow I ne'er could ſee— 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 
here it always lay for me! 


For, when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falſehood's maſk ; 
D 2 Bu: 
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But ſtill honeſt truth I found 
In the bottom of each Raſk. 
O the days, &c. 


True, at length my vigour's flown, } 
I have years to bring decay ; via 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey : 


Yet old Jerome thou may*ſt boaſt, 
While the ſpirits do not tire, 

Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. 


SCENE, Street. 


Enter FERDINAND, walking about unecfy. Re 
Ferd. To what a dreadful dilemma have I brought my- £2 
ſelf by my own fond officious folly ! to loſe the only 
object upon earth I could be happy with Yet, why 
ſhould 1 condemn myſelf lt is too plain her affec- 
tions are eſtranged; and Antonio is the happy man. 


& 1 | 


Ferd. Ah! cruel maid, how haſt thou chang'd 
I The temper of my mind! 
My heart, by thee, from mirth eſtrang'd 
Becomes like thee unkind! £2 


By fortune favour'd, clear in fame, 
| I once ambitious was ; 
And friends I had that fann'd the flame, 
And gave my youth applauſe 


But now my weakneſs all abuſe, 
Yet vain their taunts on me; 
Friends, fortune, fame itſelf I'd loſe, 
To gain one ſmile from thee ! 


Yet only thou ſhouldſt not deſpiſe . A 
My folly or my woe; 1 5 

If I am mad in others eyes, 
Tis thou haſt made me ſo. 


But days like theſe with doubting curſt 
| i will not long endure :; 


Am 5 
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Am I deſpis'd ? 1 know the worſt, 
And alſo know my cure. 


Tf talſe, her vows ſhe dare renounce, 
} SBhe inſtanc ends my pain: 
P For, oh! that heart muſt break at once 
| ——— Which cannot heal again! 


Enter Isaac haftily. 
Ferd. Whither in ſuch haſte, Iſaac? 
matter ? | 
Ta. O, Ferdinand, is that you? —— What think you of 
the gentle Clara, Don Guzman's daughter ?—She is run 
| away from her father, for the ſake of her lover; and ſhe 
E ſays he knows nothing of the matter. 


— What's the 


Ferd. Dear girl! no more I did.— Where is ſhe ? 
£2 Zla. Be but patient and I'll tell you all.—She ſent for 
| him. | x 
| Ferd. Well, carry me to her this moment! (Dragging 
* Ifaac.) carry me to her! 


Za. Well, well, mercy on us, how violent you are !— 
Why! did carry the perſon ſhe fent for: It was Don An- 
| ton io. 2 4 | 
Ferd. Antonio, that ſhe ſent for ! 
Tja. Yes it was. — But he was deviliſh loth to go, till 
I perſuaded him. He talked much about friendſhip and 
9 honour : But I faid, damn your honour. : 
| Ferd. The devil, you did. —Oh ! wretch that I am! 
.miſery and diſtraction come upon me | 
Jſa. Why, ſure you was not the fool that was in love 
with her. Ha! ha! ba! 5 
Ferd. You unfeeling Iſraelite! You dog ! don't you 
pity me? 15 [ Collaring him. 
Jſa. O yes, fir, I do pity you moſt heartily. Dear 
brother-in-law !ſ— _ 
| Ferd. You do pity me, do you, villian? [Going to beat him. 
4A Ja. O, no fir, upon my ſoul, I do not pity you: my 
[| dear brother-in-law !. 
[ Ferd. There, then: 
| —and that. 
[Following him round the ſtage, beating him. 


take that, villian! and that, 


Za. Oh! my dear brother-in-law,—that is to be—Oh ! 
ſpare me, my dear brother! 9858 


Ferd. 


—  — _—_— —— 


.  Cla; My dear Louiſa, you will ſoon be happy. 
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Ferd. Then, ſirrah, begone! and remember, tis only 
your inſignificance that protects you. 

1/a. Then, egad, my inſignificance is the beſt friend I 
ever had in all my life. Oh! what a curſed, bully-head- 
ed, bloody-minded, ſwaggering dog it is! [Exit ſtealing of. 


4 1. 


Ferd. Sharp is the woe that wounds the jealous mind, 
When treach' ry two fond hearts wou'd rend! 
But oh / how keener far the pang, to find 
That traitor in our boſom- friend! 


SCENE, Wood. 


Enter CLARA, Lovisa, and ANTON10. 


AI R. 


Cla. By him we love offended, 
How ſoon our anger flies ! 
One day apart 'tis ended, 
Behold him, and it dies ! 
Laſt night, your roving brother 
Enrag'd I bade depart, 
And ſure his rude preſumption 
Deſerv'd to loſe my heart: 
Yet, were he now before me, 
In ſpight of injur'd pride, 
I fear my eyes would pardon— 
Before my tongue could chide. 
By him we — Sc. 


With truth the bold deceiver 
To me thus oft has ſaid | 8 
© In vain would Clara flight me, 
© In vain ſhe would upbraid! 
* No ſcorn thoſe lips diſcover 
Where dimples laugh the while ; 
No frowns appear reſentful, 
© Where heav'n has plac'd a ſmile!” 
R By him we love, Cc. | 


For 


m 
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my part, I am doom'd to paſs the long ſolitary hours in 
this dreary manſion—Heigho ! [Sighing. 
Tou. Indeed, my dear, you are miſtaken : for, if my 
father does not give his conſent, how are we to live ? 

Ant. Do not grieve, my deareſt love — 


A I R, 


Ant. How oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt diſown) 
Thou wouldſt not loſe Antonio's love 
To reign the partner of a throne ! 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind! 
And by this hand I preſs'd to mine! 
Io gain a ſubject nation's love, 
I ſwear I would not part with thine. 


Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor, 
Who own what kingdoms could not buy! 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 
And ſerving thee—a monarch J. 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bliſs 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine 

Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And I'll take kingdoms back from thine ? 


Enter a Nun, veiled, with a Letter. 

Lou. Now, indeed, we are nearer heppineſs.—Here's 
a wonderful change ;—my father's free conſent. 

Ant. Is it poſſible— This is joy. beyond expreſſion !— 
Let us no longer delay our bliſs /—I will fly and bring the 
prieſt. 

Lou. Stay, Antonio. 

Ant. My life. | 

Lou. Had not you better take me with you ?=perhaps 
you will not find me here on your return. 

Ant. Thus let' me thank thee for thy fond advice. 


* 


(Kiſſes her.) [ Exeunt Antonio and Louiſa. 


Cla. There they go, as happy as heart can wiſh ;— 
May every bleſſing attend them! 


Enter FERDINAND, looking after Ax rox iO and LovrsA. 


Cla. So ! this ſhould be Ferdinand.—How got he in, I 


wonder — By the help of a bribe, no doubt. 
| Ferd. 


— is; 
— — —— 2 — * - 
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Ferd. (Looking after them.) There is Antonio with her : 
and, for ought I know, going to be married. I ſhall run 


diſtratted ! * [ Going, 
Ca. Sir! ſir [Stopping him. 


Ferd. Pſha { let me alone. 

Cla. What do you want, fir ? you appear unhappy. 

Ferd. Not you, child, not you But, pray, good nun, 
is not that Antonio? 

Cla. Aſſuredly it is. 

Ferd. And, is not that Clara with him ? 

Cla. Clara is not yet gone out of the garden. 

Ferd. One queſtion more; and I'll trouble you no fur- 
ther. Are they going to be marricd ? 

Cla. They are, fir. 

Ferd. Oh / unfortunate that TI am /—But I will follow 
them, upbraid them with their falſehood, and— 


have done for ever. [Exit Serdinand, 


Cla. Well, PI follow. Louiſa may not be the only 


bride to day. 


AIX. 


Cla. Adieu, thou dreary pile, where never dies 
The ſullen echo of repentant ſighs / 
Ye liſter mourners of each lonely cell, 
Inur'd by hymns and ſorrows, fare you well! 
For happier ſcenes, I fly this darkſome grove, 
| To ſaints a priſon, but a tomb of love / 


SCENE, Monaſtery. 


Fater Father PAUL, Fatber Francis, and other Frizrs, 
drinking. 


GLEE and CHORUS. 


* This bottle's the ſun of our table, 
His beams are roſy wine, 


We planets who are not able, 
Without his help, to ſhine, 


Let mirth and glee abound, 
You'll ſoon grow bright, 

With borrow'd light, 

And ſhine as he goes round / 


* Fad. 
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F. Paul. Come, fill. Here's to the blue ey'd nun of 


St Catharine's, Drinks. 
All. Agreed—The blue-ey'd nun of St Catharine's. 
[ Drink, 
F. Haul. Here's to the mother abbeſs. [ Drinks. 
All. To our mother abbeſs. [ Drink. 


F. Paul. Have there been __ legacies or donations 
ſince our laſt meeting? 


F. Fran. Fifty pounds from an uſurer, on his death-bed, : 


to pray his ſoul through purgatory. 
F. Paul. Well, that will pay for candles, — * Fran- 

eis Any thing more? 

F. Fran. A thouſand dollars, from a lady, to be appli- 
ed to charitable uſes. 

F. Paul. The beſt of uſes, — to diſcharge our wine bill. 

F. Fran, A large ſilver lamp, by Don Emanuel de Ca- 
tro, to be kept continually burning in the tomb of St An- 
thony. 

F. . Which we will melt down, to bring in more 


| luſcious proviſion, than any we have yet mentioned ; for 


st Anthony is not afraid to be left i in the dark—tho' he 
was 


F. Fran. Forty piſtoles I have received for confeſſions. | 


F. Paul. Very good 

cher's bill. 
(A loud knocking at the door ; —they all retire but Paul and 
| FRANCIS. ) 
Enter a PoRTER, meagre and pale. 
F. Paul. (With aglaſs in his hand.) What do'it thou want? 

Por. I thought you had done your morning rites. 

Z. Paul. Done !—No ! Have we, brother Francis ? 

F. Fran. No, not by a bottle, man. 

F. Paul. J ſappoſe thy ſinful diſpoſition has brought 
thee to ſee what was to be had to gratiſy thy wordly, vo- 
racious appetite. Thy pamper'd looks are a {candal to our 
order, If you are hungry, are there not. the roots of the 


that will help to pay our. but- 


earth? (£ats cake) And, if you are dry, is there not the 


clear ſtream ? (Drinks wine.) 
Por. Some company would ſpeak with your 8 
if your morning devotions are ended. 
(Father Pavr drinks, and gives the gloſs to the PoRTER, 
who puts it to his mouth.) 
| 3 E. Paul. 


7 
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F. Paul. So, you ſinful wretch, if there had been any 
thing in it, you would have drank it——Admit them. 


SCENE. 
Enter ANToN10 and ISAAC. 


Ant. We come, father, to ſolicit your aid, to join us 
in nuptial bands, and hope not too late. 

F. Paul. Yes, fir, but you are, by half an hour—you 
muſk be patient, and wait another day. 

Ant. But, good father, love is impatient, and we can- 
not wait; — pray diſpatch us. ( Gros gold.) And let this 
plead for me. | 

F. Paul. Nay, now you offend me grofsly. I muſt not 
take gold; it hurts my confcience ; but here's a place in 
my habit, you may lodge it in: upon your own head be 
the ſin. And, on this ſide is another. 

Zſa. O, 1 underſtand you. There, father, I ſhall need 
your help preſently; but diſpatch your preſent office. 

F. Paul. The fins of this town almoſt diſtract me 
they make me linger in fleſh, to ſee them daily commit- 
ted before my eyes. 

Ant. One would imagine, indeed, they were under your 
noſe; for it bluſnes more than the reſt of your face. 

72 Here comes Ferdinand: I'll not ſtay, for he's a 
deſperate fellow Antonio, you had better go. 

Ant. Why fhould I fear him ?——Bleſfled with my love, 
I'll ſtand my ground. 

Iſa. The devil take me if I do; — he almoſt broke my 
bones juſt now; ſo I'll take my leave. Father, you 
thall fee me again, [ Exzt. 

Enter FeRDINAND. | 

Ferd. Antonio, is this your friendſhip ? How can you 

anſwer for ſuch treatment? Thy life ſhall pay for it: 


Draw, fir! * F Draws. 


Low. Why, brother, you appear angry : (Diſcovering 
herſelf.) What's the matter ? 
Enter CLARA behind him, veiled. 


F. Paul. Certainly the man has not a mind to marry 


his own ſiſter ! 


Ferd. Louiſa? Is it you I have miſtaken for Clara 


Cla. 


all this while Where has ſhe fled ? 


| 
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Cla. What is it you want, ſir Not you, child, not 
you [ Maocting him. 
Ferd. Antonio, I bluſh for my folly—Louiſa, what 


ſhall I fay ? Clara, my angel, can you forgive me? 
ove is blind. | | 
A ü 
Oft does Hymen ſmile to hear, 
u Wordly vows of feign'd regard; 
Well he knows when they're ſincere, 
72 Never ſlow to give reward. 
18 25 . 
For his glory is to prove 
* Eind to thoſe who wed for love. 
- SCENE, Parlour. 
Enter Don JEROME. - 
ed Fer. Methinks, they are very flow: I wiſh they 
wie re come. Oh, here's Iſaac. 
— -= Enter ISAAC. ; 
it- 1/2, J am returned with joy, to crave your bleſſing. 
3 Jer. But, where's my daughter! my dear girl — 
"mr "_ Why did not ſhe accompany you ?—Every moment is an 
C age, till I fee her. 
a Z. She is waiting for your permiſſi on to throw herſelf 
4 5 at your feet. 
ve, Fer, Run !—hring her to me !—She'll gladden my old 
1 heart. (Exit Iſaac.)— I am all j joy. 
my EE Enter ISAAC and DUENNA. 
you Jer. O Lord !—Is that my daughter? Why the man 
xit. is ſurely mad! 

h Za. Why do you look at her ſo fir ? Go, my dear, 
you and throw your ſnowy arms round your papa. He will 
it: forgive you. Don't be uneaſy-go to him 
ws. Wn Duen. My dear papa! (Running to him, and embracing 
rins i him.) You will not ſure be ſo cruel as to diſown me! 


5 Jer. Papa! dear papa! 
mean, you have not married Urſula, the old Duenna, 
arry Have you, inſtead of my beautiful daughter? 
yy Duen. O, you are a cruel parent! 
Fer. O, Lord! Lord! will nobody relieve me from 
this old hag. 


E-'3 3 Ta. 


What the devil do you 
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Iſa. Did J not tell you, ſhe was as ugly as the devil ; 
_ you would not believe me — And ſo, then I am ta- 
ken in with this old Jezebel. 

Duen. I'll let you know whether I am not a match too 
good for you. - 

Enter ANTON10 and Lovisa. 

Ant. Jam come, fir, with my dear Louiſa, to aſk for- 
giveneſs, and to claim your bleſſing. 

Fer. You ſhall have neither, fir! You have cheated me of 
my daughter and do you think 1 can ſo eaſily forgive it ? 

Ant. These, fir, is your own conſent, in your own 
hand-writing, ſigned by your own name. 

Fer. Sir, it was through a ſtratagem you obtained that 
conſent—and you ſhall not poſſeſs a rial of her fortune. 

Lou. Believe me, ſir, I never meant to deceive you, or 
marry without your conſent :;—1 would not receive An- 
tonio for a haſband, until I obtained it by your letter. 

Fer. No matter, madam You ſhall not have a ma- 
ravedie of your fortune, 

Ant. ] care not, fir ;—in herſelf I have a treaſure. 


Give me but your bleſſing, make me happy, and I am con- 


tent. 


Fer. A generous fellow this, (Afide.) Do you think, 
fir, you are the only man in Spain, that can do a gene- 
rous act? There, fir ; ſince my daughter is your's, her 
fortune ſhall be alſo: There's my bleſſing too: | 
2nd, ſince you are ſo generous to deſpiſe her fortune, no 
man in Spain deſerves it better, [ They both kneel. 

Lou. Accept our grateful thanks 

Enter FERDINAND and CLARA. 

Yer. Hey day Want have we here !—Have you been 
robbing a nunnery ? 

Ferd. This is Donna Clara, fir, Don Guzman's daugh- 
ter, and my wife, with a good fortune. 

Jer. Come here, you little ſlut, and kiſs me. You 
young dog, you have made a good choice, Bleſs you my 
children! And may you ever be as happy as at preſent. 

Tha. And muſt I ſtand to my bargain with this old witch, 

Duen. Upon my word! you have no need to complain; 
who are you? (Following him round the ſtage.) 1 will let 
you know, fir, I have a brother an Alguazile, that wears 
a ſword,—you ill-looking diminutive wretch. 


Tfa. 


f 


— 


Iſaac! 
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ifa. The devil's dam is broke looſe, and her whole fu- 
ry is levelled at me. 

Lou, Well, little Iſaac, you were always keen—devil- 
iſh keen 

Ferd. Your mother always called you wiſe little Solo- 
mon. 

Fer. No body could ever put a trick upon you—Hey ! 


Ferd. Cunning little aac. 
iſa. Is there no way to avoid theſe everlaſting ns 


This door will befriend me: —l'll fly to Jeruſalem, to get 


rid of that bit of dimity. [Exit Iſaac. 
Duen. Fly where you will——Pll follow you. 


A 


FINALE and CHORUS. 


Come now for jeſt and ſmiling, 

Both old and young beguiling, 
Let us laugh and play, fo blithe and gay, 
Till we baniſh care away; 

Thus crown'd with dance and ſong, 

'The hours ſhall glide along 
With a heart at caſe—merry, merry glees 
Can never fail to pleaſe. 


Each bride with bluſhes glowing, 
Our wine as roſy flowing, 

Let us laugh and play, Cc. 
Then a health to ev'ry friend, 
The night's repaſt ſhall end, 

With a heart at eaſe, Ec. 


Nor while we are ſo joyous, 
Shall anxious care annoy us, 
Let us laugh and play, &c. 
For gen'rous gueſts like theſe, 
Accept the with to pleaſe. | 
So we'll laugh and play, all blithe and gay, 
Your {miles drive care away. 


A grand Maſquerade Scene, with Dances, Cc. Cc. Cc. 


1 


[Exit Duenna. 
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AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 


166 
SCENE, Peaſants in rural Merriment, after Harxeſt. N 


Sir FELIX and CQMPTON. 


,CHORU 8. 


ERE we ſing, dance and play, i 
Nor perceive the blithe day 
Is departing, when gliding ſo ſmoothly away. 
Comp. Let poets ſtill carol the beauties of Spring, 


And love-lorn ſnepherds of ſummer may ſing; 
Tis Autumn beſtows full fruition of joy, 
Rich treaſure, ſweet pleaſure, 
That never can cloy. 


Sir Fel. The yellow leaf falling, preſents the wiſe page, 
That bids us lay up for our winter of age; | 
While labour ſubſiding, ſtill ſweetens repoſe, f 

And our wealth, roſy health, 8 : 

From induſtry flows, | 


. Here we ling, cc. 


Sir Fel. There there, get you gone all to the lawn, and 
cheer, ſtrong beer, and the pipe and 
tabour can make you. „ 185 
Peaſ. Long life and happy days to our maſter Sir F 
lix! | | [ Exeunt Peaſan\ . 
Sir Fel. O Compton! I am ſo happy to day! Isn't th. 
your old ſervant Thomas? JJ 
Comp. Ay, Sir Felix, now my old ſervant: fidelity roots 
the poor fellow in a barren ſoil. 
Sir Fel. Deſire Lingo to come here, (Exit John.) 


Here Thomas drink my health. (Gives him money.) We'll 
” wy A 2 


have 


4 „„ 2 
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have none of our verdure wither to day, for want of 
moiſture. | [Exit Thomas. 
Ah, friend Compton, had you but continued partner- 
ſhip with me to this day, wel—Ay, ay, I ſtuck to Black- 
well-hall, till I converted my woot into a golden fleece. 
You muſt, like a filly ſheep, go privatcering, and fo be 
ſleeced by the French and Spaniards. | Ry 

Comp. Why, Sir Felix, no reflections on the part you 
have taken, I thought it more honourable to be ſhorn in 
facing the foe, than in ſafety to carry back a branded 
fleece, by flying from the enemies of my country. 


Sir Fel. Well ſaid, my old battering ram. TVou're a 


loyal ſubject, and ſhall ngver be without his Majeſty's 
Picture, while I-have a collection. A friend to the King 


ſhould never want his countenance. You're a true patri- 


ot too; and it's a pity, that a lover of his country ſhould 
ever be in want of tae bleflings ſhe produces. But come, 
give me the ſong that firſt ſet you agog on privatgering. 


Comp. Sir Felix, I ſhan't repine at my private loſſes ſo 


long as we can keep the dominion of the ſea, and preſerve 


the Trident put into our hands, by our valiant forefathers. 


257 n 16 
Thus, thus, my boys, our anchors weigh'd, 
See Britain's glorious flag diſplay dl! 

___ Unfarl the ſwelling ſail! | 
Sound, found your ſhells, ye Triton's ſound 
Let ev'ry heart with joy rebound ! 

We ſcud before the; gale. 


See Neptune quits his wat'ry car, 
© +Depos'd by Jovc's deeree, 
Who hails a free-born Britiſh tar 

„The for'reign of the ſea. 


Nov, now we leave the land behind, 
Our loving wives and. ſweethearts kind, 


Perhaps to meet no more ! 


,Gteat George commands! it muſt be ſo; 


And glory calls; then let ùs go! 


oy hgh a with for ſhore. For Neptune, Cc. 


Qur canvas eroud; the chace we near; 


la 


——— 
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In vain the FrenchmantHlies.”  - 
A. broadfide:pour'd through clouds of file, 
Our Captain roars— My hæarts of dak! 
Now e and board our 7 5 
For Neptune, Ec. 


The. ſcuppers run with Galic gore; 
e white rag ſtruck, Monſieur no more 
Diſputes the Britiſh ſway. 
A prize! we tow her into port, 
And hark! ſalutes from every fort, 
Huzza, my ſouls, huzza! 


For Neptune, &c. | 


Sir Fel. Thank ye, thank ye, old partner! Od! I'm ſo 
happy to day 

Comp. Pray, Sir Felix, may I beg to know the cauſe 
of this happineſs, and theſe extraordinary: preparations? 

Sir Fel. Why Compton, tis neceflary you ſhould know 
this day is a triple feſtival, a little catendar, man; my 
birth day, harveſt home, and Laura's wedding. 

Comp. My daughter! To whom, Sir Felix ? 

Sir Fel. To my ſon. 

Comp. Eugene! l'm ſurpriſed ! 

Sir Fel. J love to ſurpriſe people with: good news.. 
You know this was always my intention. 

Comp. And is this all certain? 

Sir Fel. True as that you have brought up my ſon as 
yours, and I your daughter as an orphan that I had adop- 
ted. You know they love each other, and in this union 
of hearts my grand point is anſwered. I am ſo happy; 
that my ſon, by thinking himſelf not worth a ſhilling, 
bas eſcaped the foppery and ideas of diſſipation he mi a 
have imbibed from a knowledge of being heir to my 
tune; and in your Laura! mall have a "antighterinlaw 
poſſeſſed of ſenſe to diſtinguiſn merit, though linked to 
poverty, and generoſſty to reward it wich her heart. 5 

Comp. Dear Sir Felix, this ne to a child of mige 
is a meaſure-I 

Sir Fel. Vou wicked man, would you oppoſe gos dnefst : 
—— Ha, ha, ha! this 4s pleaſant. Laura loves Eugene, 
tho? ſhe thinks he's not worth a groat; and though he 
doats upon her, yet, awed by her fortune, the * 

ighs 
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ighs at humble diſtance, Yes; and egad! there were 


fi 
folks ſighing for him too. Why, do you know, Comp- 
ton, he has made a conqueſt of a rich cheeſemonger's 
widow in the Borough, who ſuppoſing him much poorer 
than hetſelf, forced money upon him to lure his affecti- 
ons. Ha, ha, ha! this old mouldy widow will have him 
in ſpite of his teeth; and thinking him ſtill incapable af 


repaying her in coin, actually deſigns to hunt him with 


an attorney, and follow him here into the country, to 
force him into marriage. Ha, ha, ha! but where's Eu- 
gene now? becauſe the bridegroom's preſence is neceſſary 
at a wedding you know. 5 


Comp. I left him at home drawing. | 
Sir Fel. At ſtudy how to get his bread by ſcratching 
upon copper, or daubing canvaſs, ha, ha, ha! 
Comp. True, Sir Felix. From the idea he has Fortune 


ſtill to court, he is diligent in improving every grace, and 


acquiring every accompliſhment that can render him wor- 
thy of her favour.  —_ | 
Sir Fel. And Laura in London, laying out a few hun- 
dreds I gave her this morning. Fei ih 
Comp. Without an idea that I am her father, or even 
breathing but from your bounty. O Sir Felix! to ſo ma- 
ny obligations in the ſcale, gratitude is a feather. 
Sir Fel. Then keep it to yourſelf, you feather-headed 
ooſe, arn't we to be happy? — Compton, you took me 


into partnerſhip with you, when all my ſtock was a little 
honeſty, a poor capital as the word goes! I have now the 


means, you the: inclination. And were you rich and'I 
poor, I know you'd act by me, as I mean to do by you. 


Here! Lingo, Lingo ! | 
Comp. I ſee you have brought home your new butler. 


Sit- Fel. Yes, Sir! but he's a curſt fellow, as ignorant 


as dirt. It ſeems he has been a ſchoolmaſter here in the 
country, taught all the bumpkin fry what he calls Latin; 


and the damn'd dog ſo patches his own bad Engliſh with 
his bits of bad Latin, and jumbles the Gods, Goddeſſes, 
Heroes celeſtial and infernal together at ſuch a rate; I 
took him to oblige a fooliſh old friend of mine, who in- 
tended him for Saint Omers; ſo I muſt keep him to draw 
good wine, and brew balderdaſh Latin.—Lingo}. 
' Gomp. I ee a carriage coming down the avenue. 


Sir 


— 
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Sir Fel. Eh! it's Laura. Step you home for: Fogoie. 
D'ye hear, Compton? not a word till I break the mater 
myſelf. Edod! they'll be as happy! 

Comp. 1 am ſure they will be perfectly ſo. 


2 
s 0 N . a 
The virgin lily of the night, 


Aurora finds in tears; 
But ſoon in coif of native white 

Her fragrant head ſhe rears. 
No longer droops, diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 
On freſh and blythe as May, 

e riſes to perfume the morn, 

And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid ſtreams of noble ſource, 
That miles in darkneſs flow, 
Emerging in their devious courſe _ 
Tranſlucent beauties ſhew. n 15 
O'er golden ſands they gently glide, 5 
Dnruffled with the gale, ' 
Reflecting heaven with ſplendid piide, 
As rolling through the vale. 1 


Sir Fel. I'Il puzzle em a little firſt though; their fur- 
priſe and joy will be the greater. 
A, FRINGE and WILLIAM, with band-boxes, 4. 
Sir Fe\ Eh! Laura! welcome home, my girl. 
ank you, Sir. e "Figs take theſe 


o the houſe. „ e 800 


Ves, Madam. [Exit 
Sir 705 Here we are, eh! very well. Laid out,” wif 
your caſh! Well, well.—Did-n't run in debt I hope? + 
Lau. No, Sir; your kindneſs amply ſupplied me. ..+. ,, 
Sir Fel. That's right. But come—your journal. „ 
Zau. Now will he pretend to rail at my extravagance, 
altho' he delights in every wiſh:of. mine. ( Aſide.) Firſt, 
Sir, I rattled up to my Milliner's in Bond- ſtreet.— Mrs 
Bufont has a charming taſte.— There's a cap, Sir the. 
very crown of elegance! 5855 
Sir Fel. And coſt a crown in | ſilver, I Warrant now. 
Lau, A crown ! dear ms it's cheap of bee guineas, | 
Sir 


| 
| 
| 
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Sir Fel. Three guincas - Bond: ſtreet— They make 
mighty pretty caps in Cranbourn-alley, © - 

Lau. True, Sir. But if we don't yield a, little to the 
faſhions of the times, we ſhall make a ruſty appearance 
to our polithed neighbours of the Continent. 

Sir Fel. Laura, I like a medium. I'll neither ruſt in 
particularity, nor will I be a weber ca to r puff 
of faſhion. 

WS 63519 timed . 


To an Iriſh Tune: 


In Jacky Bull, when bound for France, 
The goſling you diſcover: 

But taught to ride, to fence, and dance, 
A finiſh'd gooſe comes over. 

With his tierce and carte, fa, ſa! 

And his cotillion ſo ſmart, ha“ ha! 

He charms eack female- heart, oh, la! 
As Jacky returns from Dover. 5 


For cocks and dogs, ſee ſquire at home, 
The prince of 'country:tonies /  : 
Return d from Paris, Spa, or Rome, 
Our {quires a nice Adonis. 
With his tierce and carte, ſa, fa! 
And his cotillion ſo ſmart, ha ! ha 
He charms the female heart, oh, la? 
The pink of macaronies. p 


Sir Fel. For a trip or ſo, I ſhould have no objectlon to 
a ſnuff at the air of Fontainbleau; -ſhould like to ſee the 
little chapel at Loretto, or the great tun of Heidelburg, 

or the Eſcurial, the bull feaſt, the goblins, tapeſtry, 097 
no offence to his Holineſs". great toe, to pop my noſe into 
the Vatican. But after all, I ſhould be -unfaſhionable e- 
nough to prefer little England to all the gardens and 
fountains of France, and palaces and converſazioni of Italy. 

Tau. I apprehend, Sir, I ſhould be ſome what of your 
opinion in that partieular. 


8 ON G. 


The tuneful lark, as ſoaring high- - 
Upon its Gowny WIngS, 


— 
- — 
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"4 With wonder views the vaulted iky, "26 


And mounting ſweetly tings. . 
Ambition ſwells its little breaſt, ö 


Suſpended high i in air; : FATS 
But gently dropping to' the neſt, > 
Finds real pleafure there. Exit. 


Sir Fel. Ha, ha, ha !—Poor Laura. I'll ſurpriſe you 
preſently,—Lingo - Where is this crazy butler of mine? 
Lingo !—O ! here he comes at laſt. Now will he * 
me with his damn'd barbarous Latin.—Lingo! 

Enter Lingo. 

Lin. I'm here, Domine Felix. 

Sir Fel. Domine! I'll Domine your blockhead againſt 
the wall, if you Domine me. 

Lin. 1 won 't, Domine Felix. 

Sir Fel. Again! 

Lin. l've done, Domine Felix. 

Sir Fel. Are your knives and -glaſſes, and every * 
ready for ſupper? 

Lin. All ready, Deming Felix. 

Sir Fel. O damn your Domine !—Pray, Lingo, ſtir nd 
be clever ;—a great deal to do;—and I beſeech you, let 
me hear no more of your curſed Latin. [Extt. 

Lin. My curſed Latin! a bleſſed ignorant family this 
I have got into! 
Enter Cudden. 4 A 


| Cudden, whither ſo faſt ? 


Cud. I am going upon the lawn to be merry, and to 
dance with my ſweetheart Cowllip the dairy-muid.< Weg! 
have ſuch game !— 

Lin. Game! Cudden, you maſt know the Olymie | 
games were propria quæ maribus maſcula dicas. 4 + 

Cad. I know nought of French, maſter Lingo. I noon 
to hear good Engliſh, becauſe as why, [ ſpeaks good Eng- 
lith; and fo good bye, meiſteir but er. | l. ; 

Enter Stump. Ln | 

Lin. O Farmer Stump! ö 5 Y 

Stu. I cant ſtay. . 

Zin. You can't ſtay! O you Adonis of the + 
Ut ſunt divorum, Mars, Bacchus, 8. virorum. 

Stu. I don't underſtand Greek. : 

Tin. Ay, ay, all my LINES Greek to. theſe pcople, 
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yau unhappy clowns, oh you: Cyclops ! They know no- 
thing, nor won't be learned. Not a ſoul in the houſe will 
liſten to me but Cowſlig the dairy-maid ; and ſhe's going 
to jig it upon the lawn with the dancing fawns and ruſty 
r And here ſhe comes. 
Enter Cowllip, with a bowl of cream. 

My ſweet Cowſlip, properly called Cowſlip, Nomina- 
tive hanc, hunc et hoc. 

. . Cow. I have put the hock into the ſyllabub, Mr Lin- 
go, and here it is. | 

Lin. What a ſenſible ſoul it is ! 

Cow. Will you take it within, Mr Lingo? : 
Tin. No, Child. I prefer the air, Zephyrus, Zolus, 
Boreas, and other gentle breezes will attend us here. 1 
love the fragrant gales. Cowſlip, fit down. You're a 
noun adjective, and 1 not ſtand by yourſelf. Let's 
have a toaſt. 4 

Cow. I'll go bake one, Sir. 

Zin. No, I'll make one. Here's that the e 
may never be neuter to the feminine gender. 

Cow. Here's that—ay, here's the maſculine to the fe- 
minine gender. (drinks.) O Lord! I left out the neuter. 

Lin. You were right. Recte, puella. I know theſe 
things, child, ſo did Ovid and Cæſar. 

Cow. What, Cæſar, the great dog, Sir? 

Lin. No, child! Julius Cæſar. Romulus and Remus 
were ſuckled by a wolf. They raviſhed the Sabine girls, 
and found Rome in Italy. 

Cow. Ah! ſuch fellows would find room any where. 
Lin. Jupiter was a fine god. He ſwam on a bull to 
Europe. He went into a flaſh of fire for Semele. 

Cow. Yes, Sir, he'd go any lengths for his ale. 

Lin. I mean his amours. 

Cow. O ay; he'd drink with Moors or Turks either. 

Lin. Drink! who? 

Cow. Who! why Jew Peter, the old clothes man. 

Lin. O ceœlum in terra! for all my converſation, I find 

you know no more than the parſon of the pariſh, Ah, 

Cowllip, if you was a goddeſs ! The goddeſſes knew men 

and things. 1 
Cow. More ſhame for vm, Mr * 1 fy | 


Tin. 
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Lin. Jove loved an eagle, Mars a lion, Phœbus a cock, 
Venus a pigeon, Minerva loved an owl. 

Cow. L ſhould hot have thought of your: cocks, lions, 
your owls, and your pigeons, if I was a goddeſs—ygive me 
a roaſt duck. | 

Lin. If you was Flora or Ceres! 

Cow. Serus! I am ſerus. SES 

Lin. O Cowllip, the great old heroes Perhaps you 
have never heard of, Homer, Moſes, Hercules, or Wat 
Tyler! | 

1 0 No indeed, Sir, not I. | 

Lin. Cowllip, don't love. the Clowns. That fellow, 
that Cudden, is a coloſſus of the road. He's a clown, 
a mere pheaſant ; and yet, I ſuſpe& this Faunus, this 
young Silenus is the deity, the great Pan of the dairy. 

Cow. I could not ſet my cream, Sir, without a pan in 


the dairy. 


Lin. O Cowlſlip, the fine gods but for a mortal exit 
Homo. | | 
s Oo N G. 


Such beauties in view, I 
Can never praiſe too high; 0 
Not Pallas's blue eye 
Is brighter than thine. 
Not fount of Suſannah, 
Nor gold of fair Dana, 
Nor moon of Diana, 
So clearly can ſhine / 
Not beard of Silenus, 
Nor treſſes of Venus, 
I ſwear by Quz Genus / 
With yours can compare; 
Not Hermes' Caduces, 
Nor flower de luces, 
Nor all the Nine Muſes, 7 
To me is ſo fair. | 


en nnn. 
What poſies and roſes, 
To noſes diſcloſes 
Your breath all fo ſweet! . . 
To the tip of your lip, 
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As they trip, the bees dip, 
Honey ſip, like choice flip, 
And their hybla forget. 


When girls like you paſs us, 4 
1 ſaddle Pegaſſus, bf 
And ride up Parnaſſus, 
To Helicon's ſiream : 
Even that is a puddle, 
Where others may muddle ; 


—＋—ñꝛ— 


* ů — 


r 
22 % "= 


— 


— "ww —— ——Dꝛ 


1 My noſe let me fuddle 
| . In bowls of your cream; 
e Old Jove, the great Hector, 


ö May tipple his Nectar, 
4 Of Gods the director, 
| And thunder above : 
I'd quaff off a full can 
As Bacchus or Vulcan, 
Or Jove the old bull can, 
To her that I love. = 


| $ Chorus What poſies, &c. 
SCENE. 


| Enter Laura. 
; Where cah Eugene be? at home, over his books and 
1 painting, I ſuppoſe. He'd be here if he thought 1 was 
come back. Yes, he is all tenderneſs and attention ; but 
' his diffidence and provoking reſpect almoſt make me an- 
ery ſometimes. How a little abfence endears to us the 
object of our affection ? 
a Enter Eugene. 
Zug. You have been in London, madam. 
| Lau. Juſt returned, Eugene. Why will you call me 
| ' madam ? you know I don't like it. 
Eug. Impute my offence to the real cauſe, my reſpect 
to my divine Laura. 
Lau. Send your reſpect back to its ſource, the bounty 
of Sir Felix. 
Eug. My love, you have my heart, my life. But when 
I reflect on the diſtance my fate has thrown me from you, 
it checks my preſumption. I endeavour to hide from 
0 | my felt 
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myſelf contempt, and would, if poſſible, ſkriak from * 


own opinion. 

Lau. What was I, Eugene? a poor, abandoned or- 
phan; and but for the kind attention of Sir Felix, I 
ſnould be a wretched outcaſt, and experience the cold re- 
ception poverty muſt expect from a hard and ſordid world. 

Eug. O my love, had we been born humble villagers, 
with my Laura I ſhould have been happy. 

Lau. And I too with my Eugene. 


21 EE To 


Happy, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of jealouſy or care; 
Emblems of the bleſs'd above, 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love? 


By the brook beneath the ſhade 
Of the loſty poplar laid, 
Chearful ſtrains awake the ere, 


Dulcet notes of peace and love? 


Say ye proud, ye rich and great, 

Circled round with noiſe and ſtate; 
Real pleaſures can ye prove ? 

No, tis found in rural love. 


They retire up the Lage. 


Enter Sis Felix and Compton. | 

Sir Fe]. Compton, look there, a pair of turtles. Look, 
ſce there's looks of love. 

Comp. Unfeigned affection indeed, Sir. 

Sir Fel. Egad! I'll ſurpriſc them. I' diſturb their 
tranquillity. 

Comp. Dear Sir 

Sir Fel. Be quiet, man: Their joy will be the greater 
afterwards.— Ha! Eugene! my boys we han't had a diſh 
of chat to-day. 

Zug. The loſs was mine, Sir. 

Sir Fel. Compton, now for it Lars. do vou know 
that I am very happy to-day? 


Lau. Dear Sir, you never can hs healer than L knee 
ly wiſh you. 
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Sir Fel. 1 thank you, child—Yes, yes— Ha, ha, ha! 
I delight in a wedding. | 
Tau. Sir! ; | 
Sir Fel. We are to have a wedding 1 under this roof to- 
night, Eugene. 
Eig. Indeed, Sir! ON 
Sir Fel. Yes; I am going to marry. 
Eug. Who, Sir ? 
Sir Fel. Laura. 
Lau. Me, Sir! 
Sir Fel. Yes; Iam, going to marry you to my ſon. 
Zug. Son! Have you a ſon, Sir? 
Comp. He has, Eugene; a fon worthy of ſuch a ſather. 
Eug. And he is to "be united to Laura 
Sir Fel. Yes, Eugene, he's a good lad, Pl aſſure you 
you'll like him exceedingly, Eugene, Egad., you'll never 
be out of his company. But he's at hand to bleſs my 
hopes, crown my wiſhes, and end my cares. You've no 
objection, Laura? 
Lau. Gratitude, Sir, muſt ever make your will the 
guide of mine.— Till now I never felt the loſs of a 2. 
Aſide. 
Enug. Never ul now did I regret the want of a —.— 


[Aſide. 
Comp. My heart bleeds for them. 
Sir Fel. Nonſenſe! When happineſs comes unexpected, 
it brings a double bleſſing, and cheers like the ſun from 
behind a cloud. 


eon nern F 0. 


Sir Fel. O how ſweetly pleaſure's taſted, 
Uſher'd in by grief or pain / 
Ever joy, ſome joy is waſted; 
Give me ſunſhine after rain, 


Comp. A trial ſo ſevere diſcovers 
| True affection's real charms : 
Fapleſs, happy, faithful lovers! 
Soon you'll bleſs each other's arms. 


Sir Fel. Oh exquiſite pleaſure! 
Oh joy beyond meaſure / | 
| What 
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What ſay you, my Laura? what or TW 
my friend ? 
/ Then hey for a wedding! 
| And hey for a bedding. 7 
And hey for a baby at nine months end. 


Lau. Celeſtial patience, meek-ey'd maid, 
and Impart thy lenient power ! 
Zug. With calm content 'tis thou muſt aid, 
And cheer the adverſe hour. 


Sir Fel. We'll be merry, by jingo; 
I've got ſome old relicxs 
Of Bacchus why Lingo ! 
Enter LIN do. 
Lin. Here Domine Felix. g 


Sir Fel, You know my choice old fack, 
| Go fetch a dozen bottles ; 

Brave Bacchus we'll attack, 

Lin. And bibo all our throttles. 


Sir Fel. A feaſt's not worth a fig | 
Without a luſty jorum. | | 
Lin. Hey populorum jig. 
| Hey | Jiggo popvlorum. 


CHORUS. 
Hey populorum jig, 
Hey jiggo populorum. 


A 


„„ 


SCENE, An Inn. | F: 
e and d diſcovers Mrs CuESHIR E and CelcaNe. 


CHICANE. 

0. my gle aſs of brandy and water is gaiſhed, and by 

this time the horſes are putting to. 

Mrs C. We'll be upon him. He has got my letter by 
this; and Sir Felix Eriendly, who lives here below, has 
given me notice of Eugenc. s intentions to marry an or- 
phan girl ſomewhere here in the country; but 1 think 
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writ ready, Mr Chi- 
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I'll forbid the banns. You'v 


cane: ? 
Chi. In my pocket. But, Mrs Cheſhire, I truſt you'll 
let no tender qualm prevent the execution of it, in caſe 
the young man, this Engene, ſhall refuſe to marry you. 
Mrs C. Tender -qualms { you're a good lawyer, I be- 
lieve, Mr Chicane, but you are little read in the heart 
of a woman. No, Sir; the more we love, the more we 
hate, when that love is lighted. And am not I right, 
Sir? not a better filled cheeſe-ſhop in the Borough than 
mine. What would the fellow have? and pray, Sir, an't 
1 a wife for uy man? 7 
Chi. Wife! ay, and a good wife too, Mrs Cheſhire. 
And what's better, there's plenty of you. 
139% Mrs C. Ah ! that's what my poor dear "PE" uſed 
311] to ſay. The good foul died of a ſurfeit at the London 
| Tavern. Ay, mere curds and whey ;—wouldn't do for a 
city feaſt, Delicate as Parmeſan, Mr Chicane. Why, 
wife, ſays he, you're an honour to Tooley-ſtreet. A 
noble Cheſnire, caſt in a Dutch mould. If he ſtill refuſes 
my hand and property. 
Chi. To priſon he goes. Yes, I have got a bailiff that 
I think will have him. Yes, my bailiff's an agreeable 
fellow. Tom Touch has a moſt taking way with him. 
Yes, he'll ſleep in the King's Bench to night. 

Mrs C. Ay, as ſure as you have two ears upon your 
head, Mr Chicane. 


— — 
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Chi. Then he's ſafe enough. l Aſide. 
Mrs C. Yes, to priſon he goes; and I think I am 
rioht, Sir. 


il | "Chi. Right! If not, Madam, I would not be concerned 
for you. I like to be on the right fide ; and in my laſt 
cauſe particularly, I lent an ear to Juſtice. che never 


i repaired it though. [Afide. 

2 Mrs C. Come, Mr Chicane, riſe——O! 1 wo the 

| poor beaſts have fed. A tolerable pull to draw you and 
me in 2 gigg from London. 

Chi, Only two hours and four minutes. You are an 


| excelient driver, Mrs Cheſhire. 
1 ; Mrs C. A pretty work, Sir, in ſuch weather, driving 
F. wy gigs after a fellow 7 I proteſt, Sir, though my dear 
; huſband 


» 


. e 
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buſband had a confirmed aſthma, and was ſixty-eight 
when he died, I gave myſelf more trouble about this Eu- 
gene, though the fellow is in ſound health, and is only 


twenty-four. 


* 


Chi. All from your good nature, Mrs Cheſhire. 
Mrs C. Oh! If my poor dear huſband was alive But 
he's better where he is. | | 


$ O N G. 


In choice of a huſband us widows are nice, 
I'd not have a man would grow old in a trice ; 


Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, G 


But one that could buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


A log I'll avoid, when I'm chuſing my lad, 

And a ſtork, that might gobble up all that I had; 
Such ſuitors I've had, Sir but off they might hop, 
I want one that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


The lad in my eye is the man to my mind. 
So handſome, ſo young, fo polite and ſo kind! 
With ſuch a good ſoul to the altar I'd pop, 

He's the man that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


- SCENE, | A Chamber. 


Enter Sir FELIX and COMPTON. 

Sir Fel. Ha, ha, ha! ſhe's come, Mrs Cheſhire is 
come, and brought an attorney upon him. How he will 
be ſurpriſed! A letter is her harbinger, and they'll be 
here in five minutes. Ha, ha, ha! | 

_ I had not a, notion *twas you ſent for her, Sir 
Felix. 

Sir Fel. I knew I'd ſurpriſe you. Ha, ha, ha !—We'll 
ſee how he'll fight it out. Egad! they'll ſurpriſe him. 
How finely he'll be hampered! An ideal rival on the one 
ſide, and a real attorney on the other. Ha, ha, ha! 

Comp. And tantalized with forbidden fruit in the re- 
moting affection of my Laura. | 

Sir Fel. Ay, but when I ſnatch him from the attorney 
and the fat cheeſmonger, and bleſs bim with an affluent 
fortune and his dear Laura, how hel be then furpriſed ! 

Comp. Why certainly the winding up will be the beſt 
of the joke. | 

be.” ; Sir 
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Sir Fel. Joke? I live in a joke. A hearty laugh is my 
leaſe of happineſs; and on the farm of fun I'll be a te- 
nant for life. | | 


S O N G. 


Sir Felix. Some love great bowls to quaff, 
25 Some like a dog and gun; 
I love a hearty laugh, 
Give me a bit of fun. 


I lik'd a maiden's charms, 
And after her did run: 
I took her in my arms, 
Says I we'll have ſome fun, 


With laugh and joke and play, 
At length her heart I won; 

To church we went ſo gay, | 
And then we had ſome fun. [Exeunt. 


. Enter Eugene. | 
Eug. I wiſh J could get an opportunity of ſpeaking to 
Laura. I won't return to Sir Felix in ſuch a perturbed 
ſtate of mind. Company, converſation is | 
| Enter Lingo. | 
Lin. Do Sir, come in and %, a glaſs, do, Sir, pray 
come in, and bibo a little with your father and Domine 
Felix; they are gone laughing into the parlour, and I 
have opened a bottle for em. 
Eug. Well, Lingo, my reſpects to Sir Felix, and I 
ſhall do myſelf the honour of waiting on him at ſupper. 
Lin. No, Sir, tis I that am to wait on him at ſupper, 
becauſeI am the butler. Do, pray, Sir, come in to meo 
magiſter. You'll be heartily welcome to Domine Felix, 
I'm ſure; and that the wine is good, bona veritas I'm fure ; 
for 1 took two glaſſes juſt now at the ſide-board. 
Eug. Why then, pray go in and take another. Primo, 
ſecundo, tertio, Mr Lingo. | 
Lin. Primo, ſecundo, tertio! Mr Eugene, you know 
ſomething, I know a little too. You have ſtudied? Pray, 
Sir, was you an Oxonian, or a Cantab? _. 
Eug. What an infernal fellow [Half Aſide. 
Lin, An infernal fellow! O then you wore a ſquare 
cap. 
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cap. l' ll poſe the infernal fellow of Oxford.— Pray, Sir, 
can you decline the amatum ſupine to a lady that's e ? 

Eug. I find you are a great ſcholar, Mr Lingo. 

Lin. Schclar! I was a maſter of ſcholars. 
—Scio ſcribendo, I can read. Legere, I can write. Ta- 
citorum Latinum, I can ſpeak Latin. But then, quid 
opus mihi uſumque ſciente ? what need have I of ſo much 
knowledge? No one liſtens to me but Cowſlip the dairy- 
maid, and I admire her ſapience, for ſhe's as docile as a 
young elephant. 


S O NG 


Amo, amas, 
I love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender; 
Sweet Cowſlip's grace 
Is her nom'tive caſe, 
And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 
Chor.—Rorum corum, Sunt divorum, 
Harum ſcarum Divo, 
Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and hatband, 
Hic, hoc, horum genetivo. 


Can I decline | 
A nymph divine ? 
Her voice as a flute is duleis; z 
Her oculis bright, 
Her manus white, 
And foft, when J tacto, her pulſe is. 
Chor. Rorum, corum, Cc. 


O how bella = 
My puella! | 
PI! kiſs ſecula ſeculorum ; * 
If I've luck, Sir, 
She's my uxor, 
O dies benedictorum . 
Chor,—Rorum, corum, Sunt divorum, 
Harum ſcarum, Divo, | 
Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and hatband, 
Hic, hoc, horum genetivo. 
Enter Thomas. 
N Well, Thomas. | | 895 
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Tho. I've been taking a mug of ale at the Griffin, 
Sir; and 2 lady juſt come from London deſired me to 


give you that there letter. [ Exit. 

Zug. Mrs Cheſbire's hand, my old Calypſo of Tooley- 

ſtreet. . | | [ Reads, 
5 Sir, - 


* I wiſh I could ſay dear Eugene; but you know you 
* are unworthy of ſuch an epithet, yet my good nature 0- 
<< bliges me to repeat the offer of my hand, which if you 
again reject, my attorney has inſtructions to ſue you 
for the money my goodneſs lent to your neceſſity. 
« Yours, if you pleaſe, ' MarGERrRyY CHESHIRE. 

© P. 8. I and my attorney will be with you immedi- 
e ately.” | 

*Sdeath ! to be peſtered at ſuch a time with ſuch a ful- 
ſome, teazing old fool! her caſh that ſhe abſolutely for- 
ced upon me—What ſhall I do with her, a filly, ridicu- 
lons—Eh ! egad! ſuppoſe I—Ha, ha, ha!—a thought 
ſtrikes me. It will involve her in a ridiculous ſituation. 
i'll procure her a more honourable reception than ſhe 
expects. Ha, ha, ha! Yes. Thomas ſhall ſet it a going 
through the family. I'll tell it to him as a ſecret, and 
he'll tell it over the houſe, and the more marvellous the 
ealier ſwallowed. | 

Enter Thomas. 

Tho. O Sir, l've heen looking for you. The Lady 

got here as ſoon as her letter. She is in the little par- 


lour, and 


Eug. Huſh! 

Tho. Sir!— 5 

Eug. Thomas, I know you're honeſt. - 

Tho. That I am, Sir, as any ſervant in— 

Evg. Thomas, can you—ſh that door; can you keep 
a great ſecret ? En 

Tho. Leave me alone for that, Sir. ; 

Eug. O Thomas, its of the greateſt conſequence. If 
known, it may lay our country in ruin. 

Tho. J won't tell a word of it, Sir. 

Eug. Not for your ſoul.— Then, you muſt know come 
this way—that lady that gave you the letter, and that's 
now in the little parlour, is a Ruſſian Princeſs. 

Tho. A Princeſs! | 


Zug. 


e 
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Eug. The Princeſs Ruſtifuſti. She fought a duel.— 

. Tho, A Princefs fight a duel ! 

Eug. With a great Count of the holy Roman Empire. 
She was run through the Sword-azm; but the noble Count's 
wounds were ſaid to be mortal; ſo ſhe has fled to England 
for ſafety : and if ſhe's diſcovered, we mult give her up: 
then Thomas, ſhe'll be beheaded, | | 

Tho. Poor noble ſoul ! a 

Eug. Ay, Thomas; ſuch a Princeſs knows all lan- 
guages, and Engliſh moſt correctly. Now, Thomas, if 
you mention this— _ 

Tho. Me! not for- | 
Enter Fringe. 

Eug. Huſh! not a word, eſpecially to a woman. [ Exit. 

Fr. And why not to a woman, pray ? 

Tho. Becauſe it's a ſecret. 

Fr. A ſecret! I muſt know it. |; 
Tho. O' Mrs Fringe, if you would not ſpeak of it— 
Fr. Come, tell me. | 

Tho. Then you muſt know—ſhut the door—this way 


the great lady in the little parlour is a Ruſſian Princeſs. 


Fr. A Princeſs / 

Tho. The Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky. She killed two Counts 
of the holy Roman Emperor. She's here incog.—And 
if ſhe's taken, her head will be chopped off. Not a word 
of that, Mrs Fringe; for it is a raſcally thing to tell a 
thing once you're intruſted with it. 

Fr. So it is indeed, Thomas. [Exit Thomas, 

A Princeſs! I'll wait upon her. She may prefer me 
to be one of her maids of honour. | 

Enter John. 

John. Did you ſee Mr Lingo? I want ſome cake and 
wine for this ſtrange gentlewoman here in the parlour. 

Fr. Gentlewoman ! well, 1 find ſome people know 
more of ſome people than ſome people. But when peo- 
ple intruſt people with people's ſecrets, people are not 
to tell them to all the people people meet. 

John. Hey! the devil! what a crowd of people's here! 

Fr. Eh! no, we're alone.—Shut the door—jein, if 

you knew—you won't tell any body. ; 

John. Tell; did I tell of the bottle of burnt claret the 
other night, though I ſtole it from Mr Lingo myſelf. 


Fr. 
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Fr. No, you have diſcretion, John.—John, that gen- 
tlewoman, as you call her, in—but it is the greateſt ſe- 
cret—ſhe is the great Ruſſian Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky. 

John. The Princeſs Ruſky Fulky ! 

Fr, She was ſet upon by five holy Roman Empires.— 
The dear lady had nothing but her fan and her ſeiſſars; 
and with theſe ſhe defended her honour, with her back 
againſt a tree, till ſhe laid the five holy Roman Empires 
all dead at her feet. If ſhe had ſtaid, ſhe would have had 
her head ſeverated from her body; ſo ſhe called for her 
own maid, a faithful ſenſible body like me, one that ne- 
ver blabbed,—ſhe packed up her portmantean, croſſed the 
ſeas, and landed at Blackheath. If ſhe's taken—John 
don't tell, as her life's in danger. 

Fobn. Her life in danger! damme if I'd tell for half 
à crown. : 

Fr. I believe you, John, I aſſure you I wou'dn't have 
told you, only I know you can keep a ſecret as well as 
myſelf, [Exit. 
FJobn. Can one get any thing by it though? 

Enter Cowllip. n 

Cow, What cream is wanted for the morning, John? 

John. Ha! my dainty dairy-maid ! | 

Cow. Ha' done, do. I ſhou'dn't have thought of your 
impudence, John. [Bell rings. 

Fohn. Zounds! I forgot the wine and cake for the 
Priz—gad ! I'd like to have popt it out.—Ah, Cowſlip 
I could difcover— - 

Cow. I don't care what you diſcover of me. Why did 
Mr Lingo teil then? es 

John. What ? 

Cow. O, yothing. | 

John. Damn the old wig-block, he has the ear, and 
I fancy the lip too of every woman in the houſe. 

Cow. Why, you're as tall, and your leg is not amiſs 
when you're behind the coach. But why don't you ſpeak 
the Latin tongue ? 

John. I've more regard to decency, than to curſe and 
ſwear to innocent women becauſe they don't underſtand 


: Mme. 1 


Cow. Does Mr Lingo do ſo? Certain and ſure be does 
come out with his nonns ſometimes. | 
ra fn John. 
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obn. Cowſlip, I'll tell you the ſecret if you'll affront 
him, 

Cow. Ods-daiſy ! but I'll huff him; will that do? I'll 
pull his wig. He's mighty proud of his wig. Now what's 
the ſecret, pray? | | 


5 Fobn. The ſecret is Bell rings.) Coming. Don't 
k tell. We've a great Princeſs in the houſe. 
8 Cow. A Princeſs ! odds-daiſy ! that's fine. 
d John. The Ruſſian Princeſs Ruſky Fulky. 
er Cow. The Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky / | 
John. She killed fix knights of the holy Roman Em- 
Ee peror. She is in diſguiſe here. 'The conſtables are after 
n her with a ſearch warrant, and ſhe'll be hanged if ſhe's 
taken. You have the ſecret now, and pray keep it, for 
If my ſake. (Bell rings.) Coming, coming. 
Cow. Keep the ſecret / ay, that I will. Lord! I'll 
e go to the princeſs Ruſky Fuſky, and then I muſt make 
48 haſte to the lawn, or all the ſports will be over, and Cud- 
it. den my ſweet-heart gone home, or mayhap dance with an- 
other girl.— John and Mr Lingo.— Ah! after all, I find 
Cudden has ſkimmed the cream of my aflections. 
: \ $ 0 N G. 
ur Tune, Corn Rigs are bonny. 
$6 Lord, what care I for mam or dad ? 
0 Why, let 'em ſcold and bellow: 
” For while I live I'll love my lad, 
1 : He's ſuch a charming fellow. 
The laſt fair day on Gander-green - 
The youth he danc'd ſo well-o. 
| So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
nd As my ſweet charming fellow. 
; The fair was over, night was come, 
iſs The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 
K Says he, my dear, I'll ſee you home. 
1 | I thank'd the charming fellow. 2M 
ad We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, ++» 
Says he, if you'll not tell-o 4" 
28 I'll kiſs you here by this good light, 11 
| Lord, what a charming fellow / | | 
7 | Lou | 
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You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath, 
Ye bells ring out my knell-o / 

Again I'd die b ſweet a death, 
With ſuch a charming fellow. 


O here comes Mr Lingo, with his . and his non- 


ſenſe. 
Euter Lingo. 

Tin. O my ſweeteſt of Cowſlips, dulcis puolla * by my 
dexter and ſiniſter manus, your antic Caleb ſings Io Pa- 
ans to ſee you, 

Cow. What do you ſay, you're in pain to ſee me, Mr 
Lingo ? 

Lin. Gerunds, declenſions, verbs and adverbs. 

Cow. I ſhould. not ha' thought of your herbs. 

Lin. Rid "me; amor, the eight parts of - "ons un- 
8 plural, nouns and pronouns! EIS 

Cow. Mr Lingo, I does'nt love curſing and ſwearing. 

Lin. Nominativo hanc, hunc et hoc. * 

Gow, Hock again Your drunk with hock for my part 
[Gives him a puſh. 

Lin. Ha' done, do! Hear this you azure woods, you 
purling plains, you verdant ſkies, you cryſtal: ſwains, ye 
feathered fountains, tinkling groves, you cooing kids, ye 
capering doves! She's in the imperative mood. O dam- 
narus, obſtinatus mulier / 

Cow. Do you ſay I'm a damn'd obſtinate mule ? 
How dare you call me names? I'll pull your wig for you, 
that's what I will. [Pulls his wig. 

Lin. If my ſoholars were to ſee-me now, they'd never 


ant me whip them again in ſecula ſeculorum. 


Cow. For all your lorums and larning. I could larn 
you ſomewhat, if I had a mind, Mr Schoolmaſter, but 
it's a great ſecret, or 1 could tell you the big lady in the 


little parlour is the Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky; bow ſhe killed 


ſeven whole Roman Emperors ; and how ſhe'll be hanged 
in chains if ſhe's catch'd; and I could have told you every 


word if I pleaſed ; but you ſha'nt know a ſyllabub of it 


from me, that you ſha'nt, Mr Schoolmaſter. [Extt. 
Lin. Multum in parvo. What a diſcreet flut it is to 
know #ll this, and wou'dn't tell even me, becauſe its a 


— The Prigceſs won ret in our houſe! this is 


6 iudeed 


0 
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indeed a ſecret, pro bone publieo. This cowlip is the 
very flower, the daffy-down dilly of dairy-maiꝗs. ; 


s ON 6. 


Ot all the pretty flowers, 
A Cowllip's my delight: 
With that I'd paſs my hours, 
Both morning, noon and night. 
| To bs ſure I wguly, Ce 
This Cowſlip ſmell'd fo fweetly, 
And look'd fo freſh and gay, 
Says I, your dreſs'd ſo neatly, 
We ll have a little play. 
To de ſure we will, c. 
One evening in the dalry, 
Twas lying on the ſhelf, 
I kiſs'd the pretty fairy, 
And then laid down myſelf. 
This flower one morning early ü 
Upon a bed did reſt; : 
I lov'd to pull it dearly, 
And ſtick it in my breaſt. 
| To hs ſurs I could, Cc. | 


SCENE, 


| | Enter EUGENE. | | 
Eug. So, as I expected, my ſecret has gone thron 
the family, and my cheeſemonger is a Ruffan Prineefs. 
| Enter Laura. 
Lau. O Eugene, I hear Sir Felix's fon is actually arrived. 
Eug. Then, my Laura, though bitter the ſeparation, 
I bid an eternal adieu to you and happineſs. 8 
Lau. Do you leave the country, Eugene? | 
Zug. Can I ſtay to ſee my deareſt Laura—thigk what 


I would ſay. 


Lau. Nay, Eugene, do tell me. 
Eug. Sir Felix's ſon is arrived, and — an I fee you in 
the arms of another ? | 


—_ 


—_ . — 


26 THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 


Lau. Ah, Eugene, if you go—do 1 you, can you think 
your Laura will ſtay behind ? 

Fug. Generous Laura!—but Sir Felix has ſet his heart 
upon your union with his ſon. To his bounty my father 


and I owe our very exiſt:nce. And ſhall I, like a viper, 


turn and ſting my kind preſerver ? No Laura. Though 
in the poſſeſſion of you, my love, I compriſe all hope of 
happineſs; yet, in my mind, the height of human bliſs is 
dearly gained, when purchaſed by an action of diſhonour. 
Las. I aſk your pardon, Sir.—I ſee my error.— ] ſhan't 
be ungrateful to Sir Felix.— I'll give my hand where he 
commands, though my heart may burſt.—Oh ! 3 
did not nd por uſe me thus. 
* Cub ag CEE . | 
Ah! why take back the vows s you ve, | 
Or wiſh to part with mine ? 
My heart is ſtill your willing ſlave, _ 
Tho' your's I muſt reſign. ; 


A bird whoſe vows did firſt engage. 
. Tho' anxious to remain, 
Enamour'd of its golden cage, 
You'd now let looſe again. 


You lull'd me in a dream of love, 
A gay illuſive ſhe w. 
And when the ſubſtance 1 would prove, 
You wake me into woe. 
Eu. I cannot bear this, and 1 triumph o- 
ver gratitude. And have you fortitude, Laura, to face 
the world with me ? 3 
Tau. Try me. And not even the elements ſhall part 
your faithful Laura from her beloved Eugene. 
Eug. Generous Laura! 
| 
| 
My Laura, wilt thou truſt the ſeas; 
For poor Eugene quit home and caſe, 
And certain peril prove! 
Then conſtancy | 
Our pilot be, . 
As all our freight 1s love ! 


$ ON G, 
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Tho' Boreas wears an angry form, 
And threat' ning clouds portend a ſtorm, 
No et far above; 
Let Conſtancy, 60 


Our bark al bravely ſtem the tide, 
Till ſkies clear up and ſtorms ſubſide, 1 
And peace returns her dove; > - 1 


If Conſtaney, Cc. 


SCENE. Fe ITS] 


Curtain draws * FE ifcovers Mrs case k ung dun, 
LI d co, Jokx, and WILLIAM ceremoniguſiy waiting. 


Mrs C. My patience is almoſt wearied out. Very 
ſtrange I can't ſee Eugene. Oh dear! a glaſs of water, 
if you pleaſe, = | | 

Fohn. Ves, Madam. 

Lin. Madam! John don't know ſhe's a . : and 
I can't do her proper homage before theſe Cyclops. John, 
you may both retire. 

John. Mr Lingo's not in the ſecret. ( 4 de.) Mr Lin- 
go, pray bow reſpectfully to her. 

Lin. Do you teach me that have teached hundreds! 
Centum, docentum, you vile lictor! Take your face out of 
the room, go. A*'n't I the domeſtic god, the very Lary 
of the family? Go. (Exit John.) D be afraid. No- 
booy een vou but me. 

Mrs C. Theſe Kentiſh ſervants are very divil. 


Enter Cowſlip with a bowl. 

| Cow. Some of our Engliſh cream for your royal reve- 
rence. [Kneeling. 

Mrs C. My royal &rerae | 

Lin. Take the glaſs, pleaſe your Catholic * 

Mrs C. My Catholic Majeſty! 

Lin. Cowflip, leave the preſence. 

Cow. I have no more preſents than the bowl of cream. 

Lin. Cream! you ſhallow Pomona! 

Cow. Well, till now I always thought your great Ruf- | 
fans wore whiſkers. + Exit. 

Lin. Don't mind that girl, moſt learned Mufty. She's 


Enter 
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Enter John, with cake. 
Lin. Joha, this honour is too great 
John. Mr Lingo, I was ordered 
An. John, I dd not love a common Demoſthenus. 
Job Sir, Jonnnrmnm_- 
in, Go out, unqmannefly homo, go! (Exit John.) The 
moſt impudehit canus in our domus. 
rag This is wine. A glaſs of water, if you pleaſe. 
in. In vino veritas. You get not water in this houſe. 
Some cake for your faithful majeſty. 

Mrs C. My majeſty! O, this is mere diverſion. 
tent n letter — et the Griffin to Mr Eugene. 
Lin. Von fent it! Yes, he got a letter from the Grif- 
1 ſome cake. Viyitus, we. live by eating and 

king, leaſe | your 's holineſs. 
grace's holineſs! pray harkee, Sir, does 
yaur maſter tolerate you to- but I— 'm cool. 

Fs. Of Cool! ſhe wants the Ruſſian ftove. We have no 
2 ngland, g reat Ottoman ; but I'll immediately 
bet ybu a e dim of Rot coals for your ſublime port. 

EY LE. 


1 


E — — _ neſs! 
3 
LO oy outs — own woman, your. on 


rs C. I am no royal highneſs, madam. 

Fr. Ol i knbœ your royal Hghneſt very well; but 
Td ſcorn to betray your royal highneſs, as it was in de- 
fence of your virtue you killed the Roman Emperors. 

rs LC. 1 kill*the Roman Emperors ! | 
5 Ruffian princeſs!/—Give me our own mans Ta- 


mily ; aſter al] 
Mrs C all mad i in this-houſe, T believe. 


Enter Lino, with a olonk. 

2%. You will have the hot coals preſently. in the 
mean time throw this Ruſſian fur cloak over you. Mr 
Compton wore it in your cold Eaſtern ports. ou were 
Wounded in the ſword-arm, great Ruſtifaſti, ' 

Mrs C. Yes, chis felldow's mad. [Af de. 

Zin. Thoſe Roth Emperors 'that attacked you were 
ee Tarquiot, depend upon it. That chair is too ow 


| 
| 
| 


2 
A 
be 


Cerner ere kn. ‚ũu:iſ— — 


more fitter for your eminence. 


re 


Li. Stand out of the way, Domine Felix, till Ruſti- 
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for your highnels. | Here is n Tp aurmepr 


Enter Thomas. 1 
Tho. ( Kneels and whiſpers.) Your rapiſts difcotered. | 
Mrs C. Highne's! All med. Pve got into Ta 
ſure. Aſide. 
Lin. (Laying bold of Thomas.) Whiſper a princels! 
Why, Thomas, you fancy vourſelf Cardinal i In” 
this houſe. 


Tho. O if you kniw, Mr Lingo— AF OE We 
Lin. What ? Quid opus? r 8 
; Tho. A fecret, [ met an attorney cad e ba hf at the, 
ae 

Lin. An attorney /--tarn oub. Taurus bim on 


Mrs C. It's my lawyer. Open the door. 

Lin. Let in an attorney /—Are you mad, Per _ | 
tate ?—Oh, oh! - 

Mrs C. Open the door. 


Lin. The lawyer will betray you, commander of the | 


faithful. 
Mrs C. Open the door, 1 fay / 585 | 
Lin. Sit quiet, great Ruſtifulti. 
Mrs C. Am I to be that up here with a madman? 
Open the door 1 inſiſt. { Riſes, 
Lin. Her ſerene highneſs is in a pe. She'li never 
be taken alive. Yes, ſhe'll kill the attorney. There is 


a a caſe of piſtols. There is a broad fword. Heavens ! 


how the'll fight! Here, now, defend yourſelf, brave 
Ruſtifuſti. | 


Mrs C. Open the door, I ſay. 
Lin. Ves, ſhe AI ſhoot the Atorgey Stay, till 1 vet 


up here. — Now prime, and fire away, brave Bellona. 4 


Enter Sir Felix and Compton. 
Sir Fel. Don't be alarmed, pritceſs. Though your 
— s known mag, you're ſafe by all the Jaws of hoſ- 


fuſti ſhoots the attorney, 


Com. Why this is Mrs Cheſhire, our Southwark cheeſe- 
mon ger. 


Lin. A ehteefettionger ! O'Celum et terra! And Have 1 


8 * ** and Triſtram Sandy 
to 


. 
— — —⅛ 
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do ſerve wine on my knee to a mighty cheeſemonger. !— 


— there is one thing I can never forgive in ſæcula — 
40runi. 5 IP 


Con. What's that, Lingo? N : 
Lin. Her not ſhooting the- attorney. 18 5 [Ext. 
Enter Chicane. = 


Chi. So, ſo, the party has ede. 

Mrs C. Eugene! 

Sir Fel. My ſon run away! 

Chi. With the young lady of the houſe 1 think. 

Com. My daughter! 

Sir Fel. Tol, lol, lol TV" ha. ha! This is pd. 
To avoid each other, gone off together. *. ha, ha! 
I'm ſo happy. Dx 7 


Enter Eugene and Laura. | 
Sir Fel. So, you ran away to be married, I ſuppoſe? 

Eug. With that intention, Sir, I confeſs. 

Lau. Dear Sir Felix, the fault was mine; but Eugene's 8 
mind is replete with honour, and he bas made me à pro- 
ſelyte. O Sir / he has my affections. I here return to 
my obedience, with hopes a ſon of yours will never ac- 
cept my hand, when my heart is a by another. 
Sir Fel. Refuſed a fine girl rather than violate the ties 
of honour and gratitude My Eugene! my ſon ! take the 


bleſſing of a father; for now 1 with pride acknowledge 
you. 


Eug. (To Compton.) Sir — | 
; Com. *Tis true, Eugene. Sir Felix: claims your _ 
uty. | | 
( Eug. I'm ſurpriſed ! * 8 | 
Sir Fel. Ves, I love to ſprpriſe 3 | 
Lau. Dear Sir! (To Sir Tom] your veſling and for- 
e . | [Kneeling. 
Sir Fel Kneel te. Laura. His right i is prior to mine. 
Lau. Mr Compton 
Com. Ves, Laura, in me you behold an oats pa- 
rent; but next to heaven you owe your thanks to that 
benevolent ny 
_ Mrs C. Well, I'll be revenged if it colt me half the 
cheeſe in my ſhop. 
Sir Fel. Stay, widow. Egad ! I've ſurpriſed you. Sup- 
poſe you ſurpriſe me in turn, and marry the attorney ve 
| rs 
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Mrs C. 1 own Mr Chicane is an honeſt man, but— 

Sir Fel. Honeſt! Take him home.—Bring an honeſt at- 
torney over London 0 7 with Ne. and n U ſurpriſe 
all Wen | 9 

Enter Lingo. : 

Zin, 1 hear of a wedding going to be, Domine Felix, 
therefore I will write a Latin Epitaph for the pair of 
bridegrooms, wherein I'll provoke the patronage of Cu- 

pid, Thomas a Becket, Sir Godfrey Eneller, and Helley 
O'Gabalus. 

Sir Fel. Let me have no more of your damn'd Godfreys 
and Gabaluſſes. Lay the cloth and wc us with a 
good wedding ſupper. 

Eug. A weddding! Is it poſſible- | ; 

Sir Fel. Yes, boy, poſſible; ay, and ” Stable too, I've 
ſurpriſed you with the girl of your heart, and a good for- 
tune. Is not this an Agreeable Surpriſe. 


inn 


Sir F. A kiſs, my girl! your hand my boy ! 
There now each anxious trouble ends. 
Yet be it ſtill my greateſt joy 
With bleſſings to ſurpriſe my friends, 


CHORU 5s. 


Each jovial heart be pleas'd this night; 

What bleſſing in good-humour lies! 

And proſpects yield more ſweet delight, 
By an Agreeable Surpriſe. 


Lau. In pureſt robes of radiant light, 
Diana, Ceres, Hymen, come! 
" Rep. You've bleſs'd the day, fo crown the night, 
Our birth day, wedding, harveſt home 
Each jovial heart, &c. 


Mrs C. Great Ruſtifuſty now no more, 
Nor Ruſſian princeſs here incog | 
But widow Cheſhire as before, 
And for a huſband till a-gog ! 
Each Jovial heart, &c. 
CS Com. 


32 THR ACREBADLE SURPRISE. 


Com. Uneentain yet our poet's fate, 
"Tis your award mult fix his doom! 
Applaud! with joy he'll celebrate | 
Our birth day, wedding, harveſt home! 


Lin. For omne bene he applies, 
He's Dead-Alive in eritic's paw ; 
Forgive th* Agreeable Surpriſe, 
And ſpare him for his Son- in- lau. 
„ e 


Each jovial heart be pleas'd this night, 
What blefling in gaod-humour lies ? 
And proſpects yield more ſweet delight, 

By an Agreeable Surpriſe. * ' 
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POOR SOLDIER. 


. 
SCENE, A Country Village. 


On one ſide, KarnIEEx's houſe; on the other, at a great- 
er diſtance, the houſe of FATER LUKE. 


Enter DARBT and DERMOTT. 


Darsy. 
S*. where you are. — Kathleen will be here by and 
by. 
Der. O that ever I ſhou'd be ſuch an unfortunate 
fellow, as to think her a pretty girl. 

Dar, Upon my ſoul now ſhe's grown ey uncivil; for 
ſhe turns up her noſe at me. 

Der. 1 know the one ſhe'll have. 

Dar. Is ſome French Monſieur to take the girl away 
from a couple of tight Iriſh boys of us? (Heeps.) I never 
dream but of poor Kathleen—Oh, oh, oh! 

Der, Well, well; but you'll diſturb her with your noiſe; 
go and bellow farther off. 

Dar. Ah! but I am afraid of Father Luke : You know 
he threatened when poor Pat us'd to come to his window, 
to court his ward Norah; that he'd put him into the Bi- 
ſhop's court; and therefore, poor Pat, full of * and 
vexation, went for a ſoldier. 

Der. But you'll diſturb Kathleen; 0 away, go. 


A I R. 


Der, Sleep on, ſleep on, my Kathleen dear, 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt ; | 
Yet doſt thou dream thy true love's here, 
Depriv'd of peace and reſt, 


A 2 The 


Dar. Such ſingi 
1 try to rouze her. 


Dar. 


Kat. v 
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The birds ſing (ett, the morning breaks, 
Thoſe joys are none to me: 

Tho? ſleep is fled, poor Dermott wakes 
To none but lote and thee. 


A IX. 


Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find fleep how very ſweet tis; 
Dogs hark, arid cocks have crowed out, 
You never dream how late *tis. 


This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 


To have with you a bit of play; 


On two legs ride 
Along, to bid 


Good morrow to your night-cap. 


Laſt night a little bowſy 
With whiſky, ale, and cyder, 
I aſk*'d young Betty Blowzy 
To let me lit beſide her. 


Her anger roſe, 
And four as ſloes. 


The little gypſey cock'd her noſe; 


Yet here I've rid 
Along, to bid 


Good morrow to your night · cap. 


(k ATHLFEN appears at the window.) 
Who's that ?—Dermott ! 


[Exit Dermott. 
ng wou'd wake an owl out of her ſleep : 


Dar. Yes, lam —Darby. (Aſide.) 1 knew I ſhou 4 bring 


2 70 down: Oh, I'm a fine markſman! 
Enter KATHLEEN. 


Kat. Darby —80 you muſt come ſinging at my win- 
dow; but I tell you once for all, I won't have you; as I 
hope for man I won't. 


Me. 


Dar. That's a good joke—hope for man and not have 


AIR: 


ng 


in- 
s 1 


ive 


IR. 
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Kat. Since love is the plan, 

I' love if I can; 

But firſt let me tell you what fort of a,man 5 
In addreſs how compleat, 

And in dreſs ſpruce and neat; 

No matter how tall, ſo he's over five feet: : 
Not dull nor too witty, 

His eyes I'll think pretty, g 

If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet. 


+ - "Tho! gentle he be, 

His man he ſhall ſee ; 
Yet never be conquer'd by any but me. 

In a ſong hear a bob; 

| In a glaſs hob or knob; 
Yet drink, of his reaſon his nodle ne'er r rob. 
This 1s my fancy, 
If ſuch a man can ſee, 


I'm his, if he's mine, until then I am free. 


Dar. Well, and hav*n't I every thing comfortable about 
me ?—A ſnug farm, heifers and ſheep, and a pad to ride 
on on Saturdays, and a potatoe garden to walk in; only 


; 


look at me; am I not as tight a fellow as you'd wiſh to 


clap your eyes on on a Summer's day ? 


Kat. Don't think of talking to me, fellow. Do you. 


know that I am an heireſs ? 


Dar.. Why, to be ſure, your Old father Jorum, who 
us'd to keep the ale-houſe, left you well enough, as a bo- 


dy may ſay. 

Kat. Left me well enough! Did not he leave me a great 
ſum of money? a matter of eleven pounds fifteen ſhil- 
lings, and a barrel of ale untap'd ? Left me well enough! 
Why, you pitiful fellow, do you know who you talk to? 
—Did'n't he leave me half-a-dozen china plates; a caſe 
of ſilver. hafted knives and forks; a cheſt of drawers; an 
eaſy- chair, anda three- legg d ſtool?—Left me well enough! 


And don't you know, that he left me a cow and a calf; 
and a bald filly to ride on? 


Dar. Now ſhe's got upon her bald fly, the devil him- 


{elf can't take her down, Aſide. 
Kat. 


A * n ==" 
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Kat. Left me well enough ! Now, as I am an an, 
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2. huſbund I'll have this night if I can. © 
| | DUE T. 2 
Kat. Out of my ſight, or II box your ears. 5 


Dar. I'll fit you ſoon for your jibes and jeers. 
Kat. l'll cock my cap at a ſmart young man. 

Dar. Another I'll wed this day if I can. 

Kat. In courtſhip funny, 

Dar. Once ſweet as honey, 

Kat. You drone. 

Dar. No, Kate, I'm your humble 100 

Kat. Go dance your dogs, with your fiddle de dee, 


Both. Go dance your dogs, Cc. 

Dar. You' 11 ne'er meet ſuch a kind ſoul as me. 

Kat. Like ſweet milk turn'd, now to me ſeems love, 
Dar. The fragrant roſe does a nettle prove. 


Kat. 
Dar. 


For a ſprightly lad is the man for me. 


Sour curds I taſte, tho? ſweet cream I choſe, 
And with a flower I ſting my noſe. 

In courtſhip, Cc. 

| [Exit Darby and Kathleen ſeverally. 


Enter FiTzRoOY. 


Fitz. This is the houſe that contains my charming No- 
rah : As her guardian I know is not at home, perhaps I 
may find an opportunity of converſing with the dear ob- 
ject of my wiſhes, 

( Noiſe of buntſmen and horns behind.) 
So the hounds are going out. Well, let the timid hare 
be their * mT game lies another way. 


AIX. 


Fitz. The twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, 
Ariſe to partake of the chaſe; 

And Sol lend a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. 

For the ſport I delight in, the bright Queen of Love 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn, 

While Pan breaks his chaunter, and ſkulks in the Grove, 
Excell'd by the ſound of the horn. oy 

c 


4 


Fx / 
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be dogs are uncouph'd, and ſweet is their ery, 
Vet ſweeter the notes of tweet Echoe's reply: 
„Fark forward, hark forward, the game is in view, 
Baut love is the game that I wiſh to purſue. 


'The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine peeps out, 
His ſentence he hears in the gale; 

Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail. | 
Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 

Deſpair taking place of his fear! 
With antlers erected, a while ſtands at bay, 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 
The dogs are, cc. 


The door opens.) : 
Pl ſtep aſide, and obſerve her a while unſeen. [Exit. 
. ä Enter Nokan. | 


. 


Nor. The meadow looks chearful, the birds ſweetly ſing, 
So gaily they carol the praiſes of ſpring ; 
Tho' Nature rejoices; poor Norah ſhall mourn 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


Ye lafſes of Dublin, O hide your gay charms! 
Nor ture her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms. 
Tho' ſattins, and ribands, and laces are fine, 
They hide not a heart with ſuch feeling as mine. 


( Seeing Fitzroy approaching.) 
Oh heavens! there's the gentleman my guardian is al- 
ways teazing me about. I'll avoid him. 
: * [Returns into the houſe. 
Fitz. S'death I am diſappointed! Stay my charming 
Norah. | 4 


Enter BAGATELLE. 
Bag. Monſteur! Monſieur ! 
Fitz. What do you want? 
Bag. I come to tell you 
Fitz. What? 1 | 
Bag. Bleſs my ſoul I run fo faſt—I come to tell you 

I am out of breath—lIt is all blown. 

Fitz. What's blown? — My love affair I ſuppoſe. [4/ide. 


Bag, 


ee ea ä 2 any 


* Peur voir de happy pair; 
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Bag. De Mareſhalle poudre is all blown out of de win» 


dow. 

Fitz. Then you muſt ſend to town for more. 

Bag. Me forgot to tell you, Sir, another affair of grand 
conſequence. 

Fitz. Well, what is it? 

Bag. De people, Sir, are waiting breakfaſt for you in 
de grand parlour. 

Fitz. Why did'n't you tell me ſo at firſt ? [Exit. 

Bag. Begar my maſter is always in ſuch hurries.——1 
met Father Luke in de village; and now Ill go and viſit 
Mademorſelle Norah. Ah! I do love Miſs Norah.—1 
vil ſpeak to Father Luke, and get her for my wife.—Ahb, 
Machere Norah! She ſhall be my wife! 


# 
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Bag. Ah! me chere 
. My pretty dear, 
Ma charmante Miſs Norah, 
Oh! T'll ſigh and preſs her; Sy 
J vil ever bleſs her, 
Cuddel and careſs her, 
Till ſhe cry encora. 
Spite of de fate, 
She is my mate, 
Nous danſirons togedre : 
Ve can never tire; 
Frenchman is all fire! 
Oh! Bagatelle's ſo clever. 
How le beau monde vil ſtare, . 
Promenex, 
Si negligee, 
Like de little turtle dove, 
Always billing, cooing, 
Like two puſſeys mewing, 
Purring out dere tale of = 
Oh dear me, 
How ver pretty, 


Ven 
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Ven ve come togedre; 
All de night and day, — 
Vi vill kifs and play, fir 
Oh Bagatelle's fo clever. 


Vat grand bliſs 
To toy and kifs, 
Vid my dear Miſs Norah; 
Oh! the be ſo pretty, 
And fo very vitty; 
It vou'd be much pitty, 
Not to cry encora. * 
Oh! mon dieu, 
Oh! ſacre blieu, 
Nous baiſſerons for ever; ; 
Love can never tire, 
Nought can quench his fire, 
Oh! Bagatelle's ſo clever. 
Ven ve go to the play, | GEL oh 
Habillez ſo fine and gay; 
Si bien jantee, 
Oh tout a fait; 
In our air no embarraſs, 
Like de grande nobleſſe, 
Ve fall be . 
It vill make grand corp ee. 
How I viſh, 
Vid pretty Mifs, 
To tie de knot for ever; 
I fall live in clovet, 
Ven it is all overs 
mW OA ITT, | 


Scene changes to another part of the village. 


PaTkick.. | 
village af. 


Ft Once more I'm return'd to my native 


ter two long years” A the heart in love, 
and not a ſixpence in wy 


Dar, (Sings without. } * Tore | morning to your night 1 


cap.” 
Pat. Oh! there's N as mer - 
ry ani] a6 filly as ever. *Þ | 


—_—_ TE POOR: SOLDIER. | 


Enter DarBY., | 
Dar. What! Pat, return'd ! Zounds, Ia am glad to ſee 
you !--How are you my old friend? | 


„ bravely,—How fares all our x 


old friends ? 
Dar. Purely.— Except a cow of mine that died laſt 
week. 

Pat. How does my dear Norah? | 
Dar. She's very well; but, Pat, how came you to lt 
for a ſoldier ? 

Pat. When her guardian would not give his conſent to 
our marriage, and I could not have her without his ap- 
probation, I liſted for a ſoldier. 

Dar. Well, and how do you like it ? 

fv Like it —A ſoldier's life i is the fineſt life in the 
wor 


y 


A I R. 


Pat. How happy the ſoldier who lives on his pay, 
And ſpends half-a-crown out of ſix-pence a: day; 
Yet fears neither juſtices, warrants, or bums, 
But pays all his debts with the roll of his drums. 
With a row-de-dow, Cc. 


He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 
His King finds him quarters, and money, and cloaths, 
He lau > 4 at all ſorrow, whenever it comes, 
And ratles away with the roll of the drums. 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 


The drum is his glory, his joy, and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to Ge; 
No girl when ſhe hears it, though ever ſo glum, 
But packs up her tatters and follows the drum. 
With a row-de-dow, Cc. 


Dar. O! I find you'll take Norah away with your row- 
de- dow A ſoldier is a happy fellow. 

Pat. Will you be a ſoldier, come with me, and PI is in- 
troduce you to the ſergeant. | 

Dar. V'cod with all my heart: I think regimentals 
would become me mightily : Let me try if your hat fits 
me. Puts on Patrick's Hat, and ſtruts about, till he by 
chance W a 225 on Patrick's 9 What's that * A 
'T at. 
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Pat. What do 
Dar. That cut on your forehead ! | | 
Pat. Only a wound I got in battle, in attempting to 


1 reſcue an officer: I was left for dead on the field; there's 
glory for you. / | 
Dar. So they left you wre in your glory. Here 
take your hat: I don't think regimentals wou'd become 
_ me at all. [Gives the Hat back. 
iſt Pat. What's the matter? ' You are frightened, are you?. 
| Dar. O no; frightened; no to be ſure; but I think it 
1 | looks ſo conceited for a man to wear a black patch.— 
"_ Good hye to yon. 
| Pat. Come, this is the way to my ſergeant. 
| Dar. Your ſergeant! *tis my ſergeant I want, and he's 
he v1 this way. No, no, Maſter Pat, you ſhan't catch me 
Y bleeding in my glory with a row-de-dow, &c. Your ſer- 
| vant, Pat. ; 1 4 (Exit. 
Pat. Now for my charming Norah, and then for a 
pitcher of friendſhip with my old acquaiatance. 
| A I x. 
c. Pat. The wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill deſire to grow richer; 
Give me but health, I aſk no more, 
hs, My little girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
My ty”: ſo rare, 
| | My girl ſo fair; Wo 
Cs. | With ſuch, Nat mortal can be richer; 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
Tho' fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
I know not what can thus bewitch her; 
Tc. With all my heart can I be poor, 
oOWs With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 
My friend fo rare, Cc. [Exit Pat. 
L in- Scene changes to the inſide of Fa rER Luxe's houſe. 
atals BAGATELLE diſcovered ſpeaking through the key-hole of No- 
t fits 5 RAH'S door. | 
be by Bag. Mademoiſelle Norah, open the door, if you pleaſe. 


Nor. Begone about. your huſineſs. (From within.) 
Hat. (Without.) Where is * charming girl? 
2 


Bag. 
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Bag. O begar, here be ſomebody coming! What fall 
i do Begar I vill hide myſelf in this cloſet ! 


[Goes into a chſet. 
Enter PATRICK. 


Pat. Where is my ſweet girl, my Norah ? 
Ver. (Within.) Begone about your buſineſs : I deſire 
you will leave the houſe directly. 

Pat. What's this I hear! I know that voice: a pretty 

compliment after two years' abſence. + 
Enter Nox an. 

Nor. Is it you, my dearelt Pat! 

Pat. Sweet Norah, you was ever dear to me! 

Nor. If I was ever dear to you, how could you leave 
me then? but judge of me by theſe tears 

Pat. My charming girl! what tears are theſe ? 

—_ They are tears of joy at. your return ! r 

g. (Weeping.) Vat vil become of poor Bagatelle? 

4. I think 1 hear a noiſe, 

Nor. If it ſhou'd be my uncle, what will become of 
me; for he's more averſe than ever to our union. 

Pat. Vl ſlip into this cloſet. 

Goes into a cloſet, and pulls Bagatelle aut. 

Bag. How do you do, Sir !—Me hope you be very 
we 

Pat. (To Nor. ) Are theſe your ſighs for my abſence ? 
your tears of joy at my return? to be locked up with a 
* hair-dreſſer! 

Bag. Raſcal hairdreſſer ! vat you mean? I am French 
gentlemans :—You ſhall give me ſatisfaction vou ſhall 
meet me. 

Pat. What, with your curling irons [—away with you, 
or I'll beat 70 while I can hold a ſplinter of ſhelela. 

Bag. Shelela, what you call ſhelela ? 
= Begone 3 or do you chuſe to walk out of the win- 

w 

Bag. Sir, to oblige you, I could walk out of de win- 
dow; but I had much rather go down ſtairs. Exit. 

Pat. Ah! my dear Narah! could I think you wou'd 
deceive me! 

Nor. And can you think me falſe ? 

Pat, Can I think otherwiſe !—But you Have ben me 
back a heart ! 


Pat. 


Te 
/ 
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DUET. 


Pat. :. roſe · tree full in bearing, 

Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee ; 
One rofe beyond comparing, 

For beauty attracted mo. 
Tho' eager then to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, freſh and gay, 
I find a canker in it, 

And now throw it far away. 


"Norah." How fine this morning early, 
All ſun-ſhiny, clear, and bright! 
So late I lov'd you dearly, 
Tho' loſt now each fond delight. 
The elouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen; 
Farewel, ye fleeting hours, 
Your falſchood has chang'd the ſcene. 
Dutt. How fine, Cc. | 


——— — — — 
az 03-6 


SCENE, A Wood. 
Enter DAR BT and BAGATELLE. 


PO PISS Darby! Monſieur Darby! 
Dar. I believe that's Monſieur Bag and tail. 

Bag. I'm glad I find you Darby. I was hunt you all 
over de village, and cou'd not find you. | 

Dar. That's becauſe I am ſo wrapt up in love. _ 

Bag. You muſt know, I am going to kill Pat the ſol- 
dier, and you muſt be my frien 

Dar. Hadn't you better kill Dermott, then I'll be 
your friend. 

Bag. O but Pat the ſoldier has affront me ;—you ſhall 
be my ſecond. 

Dar. Your I ; couldn't you make me your third 
or fourth ? 

Bag. ( Shewing « a letter.) Begar dis be de lettre de mort. 

Dar. O what! you'll leather him more. 


Bag. 
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Bag. C'eſt un autre choſe, 

Dar. What, muſt I get two other ſhoes ? 

Bag, C'eſt un barbare. 7 

Dar. What, becauſe you are a barber. 

Bag. Vat you mean by that? Pat calls me raſcal hair- 
dreſſer, and you call me barber. You no underſtand : 
this is de letter Lord Lofty's coachman did write for 
me. You read, Darby. 

Dar. O Yes. N 

Bag. There. (Gives Darby the letter.) | 

Dar. Let me ſee (Reads) This comes hoping'———0 
I'll run all the way if that's all. 

Bag. Ver you going, Darby ?—You told me you read. 
"Tis not hoping: read on. ws 

This comes hoping that you are in good health, as I 
am at this preſent writing : though you think yourſelf a 
great officer, you ſhall not make me walk out of the win- 
dow. I'll have Norah in ſpite of you, I'll be damn'd if 
I don't : meet me at the elm grove at 7 o'clock to give 
me ſatisfaction; but not with curling-irons. I am your's 
as in duty bound. | | 

Bag. You ſee I will not ſign my name, becauſe 1 wou'd 

avoid the laws. You muſt carry it for me, 

Dar. I'Il take care Pat ſhall have it. 

Bag. Well now I have ſettled this affaire d'honneur, I 
vill g0—— RE 

Dar. Where are you going Monſieur Bag and tail? 

Bag. 1 vil go—begar I vil go—l vil go and bruſh my 
maſter's coat. | you Bagatelle. 

Dar. Now I recollect 1 will not give this letter, ſince 
Pat has been a ſoldier, he's grown a bloody minded fel- 
low, and ſince he wants Monſieur Bagatelle to walk out 
of the window, perhaps he may want me to walk up the 
chimney ; ſo the boy at the public houſe ſhall give it him; 
he's a better figure to walk up a chimney than I am. 


| 3 | 
Dar. Tho' late I was plump, round, and jolly, 
I now am as thin as a rod; 


Oh! love is the cauſe of my folly, 
. I ſoon ſhall lie under a ſod. 


w* y C3 FF {oF $8 2% 
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Sing natherum doodle, nagetty tragedy rum, 
My didtherum bocdle, figetty nigetty mum. 


Dear Kathleen, then, why did you flout me, 
A lad that's ſo coſey and warm, 
With every thing handſome about me, 
* Fabia and ſnug little farm. 
| Sing natherum doodle, Cc. 


What tho? I have ſcrap'd up no money, 
No duns at my chamber attend : 
On Sunday I ride on my poney, 
And 2 have a bit to a friend. 
Sing natherum doodle, Cc. 


The ak courts his hens all around me, 
The ſparrow, the pigeon, and dove: 
Oh! how all this courting confounds me, 
When I look, and 1 think of my love. 
Sing natherum doodle, Oc. 


Enter PATRICK and NoRan. 
Pat. Oh! my Norah! 1 find more danger in encoun- 
tering thine eyes, my charming girl, than in a battle! 


and can you then prefer your poor Pat, though a com- 


mon ſoldier, to all mankind ? 
Nor. Yes my deareſt Pat! What tho' you are only a 
common ſoldier in the army: you are to me a field Officer. 


AIR. 


Norah. Farewel ye groves and cryſtal fountains, 
Phe gladſome plains and filent dell; 
Ye humble vales and lofty mountains, 
And welcome now a lofty cell. 
And oh! farewel, fond youth moſt dear ! 
Thy tender plaint, the yow ſincere, 
We'll meet and ſhare the parting tear, 
And take a long and laſt farewel. ' 
Pat. My ſweet Norah ! and will abſence never change 
your ſentiments ?—Prouder of your love than all the ho- 


-nours of my profeſſion : I ſhall ever poſſeſs the heart-felt 


ſatisfaction of rememb' ring how dear you are to your poor 


ſoldier. 


AIR» 
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Pat. Tho' Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 
Its clear falling waters and murmoring caſcades, 
Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of fweet flowers, 
Its lads ſo well dreſs'd, and its neat'pretty maids; 
As each his own village muſt ſtill make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong; 
Dear Carton! containing what kingdoms may boaſt of; 
'Tis Norah, dear Norah! the theme of my ſong, 


Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare; 

Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, a (hair, 

Lac'd waiſtcoat, white gloves, and their nice powder d 

Poor Pat, while ſo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 

For gold or for acres he never ſhall long; 

One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah! the theme of my ſong. 
Nor. Vou will be ſure to come at the time agreed on. 
Pat. Never fear me (Exit Norah )——O how happy 

Ener FitzROv. - 8 

#itz. What's this I fee ?—My deſtin'd bride in talk 
with a common ſoldier — Good morrow brother ſoldier 
a handſome girl that you was talking to 

Pat. Why, ſhe's thought ſo indeed, Sir. 

Fitz. You ſeem well with her? 

Pat. Yes, Sir; I have long lov'd, Sir. Brought up 
in the ſame village together, we became attach'd to each 
other, and promis'd mutual fidelity; but I am afraid I 
hall loſe her. WE 

Fitz. What, you have a rival perhaps? 

Pat. I have, Sir. | 

Fitz. Now for a picture of myſelf. { Aſide. J—Some rich 
raſcal, I ſappoſe ? i  LNES | 
Pat. I envy not his riches, Sir;—bnt as to your later 
epithet, I am ſure he does not deſerve it. | 

Fitz. How fo? Va 2 

Pat. Becauſe, Sir, he is an officer, and therefore I am 
ſare he is a man of honour. _ 

Fitz. It is a pity you are not an officer, You have 
been in the ſervice. | | 

. Pat. 


9 


ficer. 


vice. 


der gold or ſilver taſſels. 
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Pot. Yes, Sir, I have ſeen ſome ſervice. I was wound- 
ed at the battle of Johnſton's Ford in America, in ſaving 
my Captain's life. 1 ud 
Fitz. As I live, the very man who ſaved my life in 
that onghgement. (Aſide, )——1 hope you got your re- 
ward! | 1 
Pat. I look'd for none: I did no more than my duty, 


in fighting for my king and country, and reſcuing my of- 


N e (Going. 
Fitz. Where are you going? | 
Pat, I am going from ber 4 love; becauſe fortune for- 

bids our union. Og 3 
Fitz. Take my advice: ſee her once more. I honour 


your frankneſs;— you are à brave fellow, and ſomething 


may be done for you. : 

Pat, Well, Sir, ſince you adviſe me, I will fee her once 
more. If I ha) a friend to ſpeak to her guardian, I per- 
haps might have ſome chance to ſucceed : 1 am however 
obliged to your good wiſhes, and will profit. by your ad- 

1 ; Exit. 
Fitz. What a noble ſpirit! The emhroider'd TOW 


may diſtinguiſh the officer; but let him not diſdain to 


take a leſſon from this Poor Soldier: there is ſometimes 
more real merit to be found under worſted lace, than un- 


AIR 


Fitz. The ſpring with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May; | 
And nature clad in mantle green, 
All ſprig'd with flow'rets gay: 
The feather'd ſongſters of the grove, 
Then join in harmony and love. 


The lark that ſoaring cleaves the ſkies, 
Low builds her humble neſt ; 
The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
Is ſare ſupremely bleſt. 
For when the tuneful bird is flown, 
He haſtes, and marks it for kis own. 


Enter Boy. + 
Boy. Are you the man in the red coat? 
oh | 0 Fitz. 


—— 


E THE POOR SOLDIER. 


Fitz. Yes my boy, I believe 1 am the man in the red 
coat. - What's your buſineſs? | 

Boy. Darby deſired n me to give you this. 

Fitz. Who? 

Boy. Darby. [Exit Boy. 
Fiz. Let's fee (Reads the letter. )—This Norah ſeems 

to have a number of admirers. And ſo my little hero 
— heyday he's off—ſeven o' clock I muſt go and ſee what 
ſort of ſtuff my challenger is made of. . __ [Extt. 


Scene changes to the outfide of DERMO T's Houſe. | 


Enter FarhER LuxE and DErMoTT. 

F. L. Well, what is this ſpiritual buſineſs reveal 
it to me, Dermott. You know I have got your con- 
ſcience in my keeping. But have you tapp'd the bar- 
rel of ale? | 

Der. Yes 1 have, and you ſhall taſte it. | 

TGoet in for a 800 

F. L. He's coming round me about my ward—a whee 

ling ſon of a 
Enter DzxNorTT, with a Fug of Ale. 

Der. 1 will prime him well before 1 ſpeak to him about 
Kathleen: tis a hard heart that a drop of ale won't 
ſoften. 

F. L. This brown jug and I are old acquaintance, 
Dermott. 
Der. Indegd, sir, you are. 


\ 


AIX. 


Der. Dear Sir, this brown jug that now foams with mild ale, 
Out of which I now drink to ſweet Kate of the vale; 
Was once Toby Filpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 

As e er crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowt : 
In boozing about, *twas his praiſe to excel, 
And amongſt jolly toppers he bore off the bell. 


His body, when long in the ground it bad lain; : 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in it's cover ſo ſnug, 
And with part of old 'Toby he form'd the brown jug. 
| Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
80 here s to my lovely ſweet Kate of the vale. 
: . [Exit Dermott. 
Enter 
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75 Enter DaRBY. 
dre Hate do you do Father Luke ? 
F. L. O Darby, are you there? 
Dar. Will you conſent that I ſhall marry Kathleen ! Je 
Get you gone you reprobate. 
Dar I have got a fine fat ſheep for your Reverence. 
F. L. A fat ſheep!—I always thought you was born 
under a lucky planet. — But Darby you muſt be a good 
5 had, and turn ſober.—I am your prieſt, and tell you that 
you muſt repent and marry. 
Dar. 1 will marry firſt, and repent afterwards. 


. 
8 
0 
t 


A 1 R. 


F. Z. You know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcience i is 
mine: 
But if you grow wicked, tis not a pod ſign, 
So leave off your raking and marry a wife, 
And then, my. dear Darby, your ſettled for life. 
Sing Ballynamono, Oro, 
A gouu merry wedding for me. 


| The banns being publiſhed, to chapel we go, 
1 The bride and bridegroom in coats white as ſnow; 
t So modeſt her attire, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 

| . You out with your ring, and I pull out ey book. 
L Sing, Cc. 


I thumb out the place, and I'then read away, 
He bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers obey. 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 

I ſhut up my book, and I pocket your gold. 

» . 

, That ſnug little guinea for me. 


The neighbours with joy to the bridegroom and 
i bride; 
The pipers before us march ſide by ſide. 
5th plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face; 
The piper plays up, myſelf I ſay grace. 
Sing, Cc. f 
A good wedding dinner for me. 


The joke now goes round, and the ſtocking is thrown; 
| The curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone; 
L ; C 2 'Tis 
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"Tis then my good boy 1 belieze you at 3 
And _— ap a chriſt ning at nine n to come. 
ing, Cc. 
A good merry chriſt ning for me. | 
Dar. And ſo Father, you 1 I ſhall marry Kathleen. 
F. Z. But you are ſo wicked. 
Dar. Indeed I am not. 

F. Z. Here comes Kathleen. Enter Kathleen fun 
the houſe, 3 your beſt leg foremoſt to her now. 

Dar. Which is my beſt leg? 

F. L. By by ſoul they are © both bad enough. 

Dar. What am I to do now ? 

F. L. What are you to do now there's a pretty que- 
ſtion ;—why Kiſs her man to be ſure. 

Dar. You U ſpeak a good word for me Father Luke. 

F. L. A fat ſheep you ſay. 

Dar. A fine fat y * | 

F. L. Harkye, Kathicen his lad Darby will make 
you a good huſband—the devil a better—won't you Darby? 

Dar. Indeed I will. 

F. L. There will be more marriages when the Captain 
comes, and I can marry. you at the ſame time. 

Kath. I will have no huſband but Dermott. 

F. I.. Conſider what I am ſaying to you, Dermott is 
an ugly man, and a bad Chriſtian. 

Enter DerworTT. 

Dar. Dermott, you are bad man, and an ugly Chriſtian. 

F. L. O] are you there ?—hete take your brown jug 
again, you empty fellow. 

Der. 1 come to aſk your conſent to marry Kathleen. 

F. L. ( To Darby.) You fhall marry Kathleen. 

Der. O, if that's the caſe! I have two fat ſheep, which 
had intended as a prefent for your Worſhip ;' but now I'll 
go with them to the fair, and get drunk with the money. 

F. L. Harkye, Dermott; it is a great fin to get drunk! 
Oh, Darby! ( To Darby.) if you have nothing elſe 
to do, you may go about your buſineſs, you ugly man; 
don't 9 a Judy of yourſelf, It is two fat * you 


ſay. | (To Dermott.) 
Der. Yes 


F. EL. (To Darby ) You don't marry Kathleen, 2 * 


| 
| 
i 
' 
[ 


THE POOR SOLEIER. 21 


will tell yon why4 becauſe it is /wo to one againſt you. 
Go away Darby. ¶ To Dermott.) I wil! couple you alto- 
gether when the Captain comes, as ſoon as I can put my 
thumb upon matrimony, | / 
5 r 
Laib. (T Der.) You the point may carry, 
II a while you tatry. 
(D Dar.) But for you, 
Itell you true, 
No, you I'll never marry. 
Chorus. Lou the point, GG. 


Der. . . Care our ſouls diſowning, - 

Punch our ſorrows drowning, 

3 N and love, 
nd ever appro ve 

3 Core our wiſhes crowning. 

. Chorus, Care our, G. 

Dar. To the church PII hand her, 

Then thro' the world I'll wander; 


254 0 She refuſes. 
I'll fob and ſigh, | I 
Until I die, 
A poor forſaken gander. 
Chorus. To the church, c. 


. Each pious prieſt ſince Moſes, 
One mighty truth diſcloſes ; 
Your never vext, 
If this the text, 
Go fuddle all your noſes. 
Chorus. Each pious, Cc. 5 


SCENE, An Elm Grove. 
1 Es Enter FI TZROv. 

Fitz. I wonder who this challenger can be! O here's 
company. I'll ſtep aſide and fee. _  [Retires. 
Enter BAGATELLE and DAR Rx. 

Dar. O, Monſieur Bag and tail! if I fall, you'll take 
my corps (not a very ugly one) to Dermott's wedding.— 
But let me ſtand behind you Monſieur W _ 
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behind bim.)—Why I ee as well ied behind: a pitch- 
forks £3 

Bag. Zounds! here s my. maſter! ; | ff 5909 

Enter FiTZROY. 1... | 

Fitz. Why, you raſcal, did you ſend a challenge to me? 

Bag. Me, Sir!—Oh, no. NI Lord Lofty's coach- 
man did write it; Darby here knows. What do you 
know Darby ? you tell my maſter all about it. 

Dar. 1 went to Father Luke's houſe, and there I got 
the letter; and fo I went to Father Luke's houſe, and 
there the letter was given me: and ſo Father Luke's 
houſe—O now I have it Father Luke was out of the 
window— 

Bag. Father Luke's houſe was out of the window — 
and fo, Si- — 

Dar. Ves, Sir, and ſo, Sir; there's a true aceount of 
the matter. I find I did not go to ſchool for nothing. 

Fitz. Hark, Sir; get you home, Sir, or I ſhall break 
every bone in your raſcally ſKin.— I'll teach you to ſend 
challenges Away, Sir. 

Bag. O yes, Bir; ; begar I am glad I have got off ſo 


well. [ Exit. 
Fitz. As for you, you had better ſtick to your ſpade 
than meddle with ſword and piſtol. [ Going. 


Dar. But Captain, do you think me or Dermott the 
prettieſt fellow? | 
Fitz. Get home with you, Sir, and mind your cart. [ Exit. 
Dar. You a Captain, and can't tell me that. Hark- 
ye, you corporal, Fitzroy returns: Darby beckons the 
contrary way.) Here, corporal, corporal.—l find I muſt 
go up to town to talk with theſe captains. 


AIX. 


Dar. Since Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby! ah, what can you do! * 
No longer I'll ſtay here a clown, 
But fell off, and gallop to town: 
Pl! dreſs and l'll ſtrut with an air, 
The barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


In town I ſhall cut a great daſh ; 
But how for to compaſs the caſh. 
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At gaming, perhaps I may win; 

With cards I can take the flats in, 

Or trundle falſe dice and they're nick'd ; 
If found out, I ſhall only be kick'd. 


But firſt for to get a great name, 
2 A duel eſtabliſh my fame; | 
| To my man then a challenge PI write; 
But firſt 1'1l be ſure he won't fight. 
We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, | 
Then ſhoot without powder, and the devil a ball. 


SCENE, FaTHER Louxzg's Houſe. 


Enter FaTurr Luk E and NozAn. 
F. Z. ir you do not conſent to marry Captain Fitzroy, 
the man of my choice, I Pl ſend you to France, and put 


„ 


you into a convent. 


Nor. I am content. 
cannot approve of. 


I never will marry the man 1 


F. L. You are content - You put me in a paſſion, and 


then you are content. Get you into that room, and ſtay 
there till you go to France. [Locks her up. 
Enter FiTzZROY. 

Fitz. Who are you going to ſend to France ? 

F. L. My ward, Sir;—She won't conſent to marry 
you ;—ſhe is obſtinate. 

Fitz. Will you reſign the charge of her to me, Sir? 

F. L. With all my ſoul: There, Captain, with 


that key, I refign my authority; and now if I find Mr 


Patrick, I'll ſend him to the county jail. [Exit. 
Fitz. Here comes the ſoldier (Euter Pat.)—You'are 
punctual, I ſee. | 
Pat. I promiſed to be ſo. 
Fitz. Was you ever brought to the halberts? How came 
you abſent from your regiment? Have you a furlough ? 
Pat. No, Sir. 
Fitz. I have the honour to bear his Majeſty's commiſ- 


ſion, and ſhall take you up as a deſerter to the ſervice. I - 


have a perſon realy here to take you into cuſtody. 
Pat. What a cruel piece of -treachery | 
a bringe out Norah. 
Fitz. 
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Fitz. Dear Norah, ſince you have refuſed my hand, 
permit me to reward your conſtancy, by putting you into 
the hands of your lover, and he'll reward you. 

Nor. I'm all amazement! | | 

Pat. Let us kneel, and thank our deliverer. 

Fitz. To keep you no 8 in ſuſpence, know then, 
that 1 am that officer whoſe life you ſaved at Johnſton's 
Ford. I have a commiſſion to beſtow, and defire, gallant 
youth, you'll take it, as a ſmall reward for your paſt ſer- 
vices; and heaven bleſs you both. 

Enter FaruxR Lok E, DerRmoTT, DakrBy, and 
61 KATHLEEN. 

F. L. There the ſoldier is;—lay hands upon him. 

Dar. No, 1 won't lay hold of him. Don't you ſee 
the white ſergeant has hold of him already. 

F. L. Why, Captain, do you refuſe to marry my niece ? 

Fitz. I do; and am bound in honour to give her tp a 
worthier lover. — | | 

F. L. What, bring a foot ſoldier into my family.. 

Fitz. Having a commiſſion to diſpoſe of, I have given 
it him, and think myſelf his inferior, when I ſee ſuperior 
merit, and higher virtues in this Poor but Worthy Saldier. 


FIN A IL. E. 


Fitzroy. What true felicity I ſhall find, 
| | When thoſe are joined, 
By fortune kind, 
How pleafing to me, 
So happy to ſee, 
Such merit and virtue united 
Norah. No future ſorrows can grieve us, 
If you will pleaſe to forgive us. 
To each kind friend, 
Thus we lowly bend, | 
Your pardon, that gain'd, 'we're delighted. 
Chorus. No future, Cc. | 
Patrick. With my commiſſion, yet dearelt life, 
2 My charming wife, | 
When drum and fife 
Shall beat up to arms, 
The plunder your charms, 
In love your poor ſoldier you'll find me. 


Kath. 


THE POOR SOLDIER, 25 


Kath. This love my wiſhes has granted; 
| I get the dear lad that I wanted : 
Leſs pleas'd with a Duke, 
1 When good Father Luke | 
N To my own little Dermott has joined me. 
Chorus. This love, Cc. 
Darby. You impudent huſſey (Dermott frowns) 
At a pretty rate 
Of love you prate; 
But harkye, Kate, 
Your little dear lad, 
Will find that his pad 
Has got a nice—kick in his gallop. 
F. L. Now, Darby, upon my ſalvation, 
You merit ex communication; 
In love but agree, 
And ſhortly you'll ſee 
In marriage I'll ſoon tie yon all up. 
Chorus. Now, Darby, Cc. 
Der. The devil a bit o' me cares a bean, 
For neat and for clean, 
We'll both be ſeen, 
Myſelf and my laſs 
Next Sunday at maſs, 
And there we'll be coupled for erer. 
Pat. The laurel I've won in the field, Sir, 
Yet now in a garden I yield, Sir; 
Nor think it a ſhame, 
Your mercy to claim ; 
Your mercy's my ſword and my ſhield, Sir, 


CHORUS OF MEN. 

The laurel and bays 
Revive by your praiſe; 

Our poet ſolicits your pardon, 

4 CHORUS- OF WOMEN, 
E | Then be not ſevere, 

With ſmiles you can cheer, 

The poſies of your Covent-Garden. 


GENERAL CHORUS. 


The laurel, Cc. 
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Aer 
SCENE, Sir TuroDoRE GoopcailD's Houſe in London. 


Enter Sir TuropoRE GooDCHILD and CHARLOTTE. 

Sir T. HAT will. the world ſay of me, but that I 
was a very prudent man ? 8 

Char. The world! the world will applaud you, eſpeci- 
ally when they know what ſort of lovers they are, and 
that the ſole motive of their affection is the lady's for- 
tune. No poor girl ſure was ever plagued with ſuch a 
brood as I am. — The firſt upon my liſt is a high - minded 
North Britiſh knight, who ſets up for a wit, a man of 
learning and ſentiment : he bears himſelf fair while you 
are preſent, but abuſes the whole world when their backs 
are turned; and withal has fo high a notion of the dig- 
nity of his family, that he would, no doubt, think he 
laid me under a great obligation, in honouring me with 
his hand.—The ſecond is a downright ideot, a fluttering, 
frivolous thing, well known in mo public places by the 
name of Beau Mordecai, an Engliſh Jew.—The next in 
Cupil's train is your nephew, whoſe Iriſh voice and milita- 
ry aſpect make me fancy that he was not only born in a 
ſiege, but that Bellona alone could be his nurſe, Mars 
his preceptor, ard the camp the academy where he re- 
ceiv'd the'firſt rudiments of his education. EI 

Sir T. My dear Charlotte! you ſhould not be ſo ſe- 
vere upon my nephew, what can you expect from a mere 
rough hewn ſoldier, who muſt needs go from his friends 
a volunteer, and has lived theſe ſeveral years within the 
circuit of a camp; ſo that I don't believe he has ſix ideas 


UſtioR from his profeſſion. 
m » 44 wit wat & 4 0 
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Chay. Let me ſee, his name is—— 
Sir T. Sir Callaghan O' Brallaghhan | 
Char. Sir Callaghan "O'Brallaghan? It is enough to 


choak me—if I have him I muſt have an Iriſh interpreter 


to make me underſtand what he ſays. 

Sir T. Well, I muſt go and ſee about your ſuit; the 
coach waits—they all dine here, I think ? 

Char. All but Squire Groom, and he is to ride a match, 


which 1 ſuppoſe no charms could perſuade him to be ab- 


ſent from. 
Sir T. Well, make yourſelf what ſport you pleaſe with 
them I ſhall certainly be back to dinner good morne 
ing to you my deer. "7 1848 87 TI. 
Mord. (W, tho.) Sir Theodore, your ſervant—is Miſs 
Charlotte this ways? . eee 
Sir T. She is, Sir —good morning to you. 
Mord. You'll dine with us, Sir Theodote 3 
„„ A ⁵ APP. , 
„ „ „„ 
Mord. Thus let me pay my ſofteſt adoration, and thus, 
and thus, and thus, ("King her hand.] in amorous tran» 
ſports breathe my laſt. ft... tel os 
Char. Not ſo faſt, Mr Mordecai; you are very gallant, 
Sir, I proteſt I never ſaw you better dreſt. | 
_. Mord. It is well enough, Madam, juſt as my taylor 


* 
* 


fancies: do you like it? C r 
Cbar. Oh l it is quite elegant; but if I miſtake not, you 
are ſo remarkable for a taſte in dreſs, that you are known 
all over the city, by the name of the Change-alley Beau. 
Mord. They do diſtinguiſh me by that Rs, but I de- 
clare I have not the vanity to think I deſerve it, _ 7 
Char. Oh, Mr. Mordecai, well remembered! I heard 
of your amour at the Opera with Miſs Sprightly.. _ 
Mord. Dear Madam, how can you be fo 5155 That 
the lady has deſigns, I ſtedfaſtly believe; but as fot me 
ut pray, Madam, who told you ſo 7 e ee 
„ Cbar. Sir Archy Macfar cam. 
Mord. Oh, what a creature you have aa the ve- 
ry abſtract of filth and naſtineſs ] he takes ſuch a quan- 
tity of Scots ſnuff, that he ſmells worſe, than a tallow- 
chandler's ſhop in the dog-days——— There is not one 
word of truth in five that he ſays; and he utters his ſi- 
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milies with all the gravity: imaginable, after the mode- 
rate allowance of four bottles of port, three ounces of 
Scots ſnuff, and twelve pipes of tobacco. 


Chur. What a character has he drawn of che knight! 


Mord. Why Madam, I 'vow' to gad, he is the daily 5 


' ſport of every coffee-hduſe in town; all his own couritry- 


men of any character conſtantly avoid. mm. and —on, the 


devil! here he comes. 

Sir A. (Withont.) Sawney, bid Dovald bring the cha- 

riot at aught o'clock exactly: 

Enter Sir Ach Mecuadand 4 
| Mord. My dear knight, I am ſincerely rr ſee you} 
and have the honor, at all times, and upon Alloctafions, 
to be your molt obedient humble ſervant. 

Sir A4. What, my child of eircumcifion, how hs you 
a, my bonny Girgaſite | ? Gi'e us a wag o' your luf, lad. 
Why, ye re as diligent 1 in the ſervice o your miſtreſs, as a 
in the fervice o your looking. glaſs; for your een or your 
thoughts are ay turnt upo' the ane or the ither. 

Mord. And your wit, I find, Sir Archy, like a courti= 
ers tongue, will always retain its uſual politeneſs. + 


: Cher.” Civil and witty on both ſides — Sir Archy. 


your ſervant.” 

Sir A. Ten ane ene; Madam-I did not ob⸗ 
ferve you: I hope | ſee your ladyſhip wel. Ah! Ma- 
dam, you luik like a deevecnity. 1-ſee friend Mordecai 
is determined to bear awa' the prize fraeusa'; He? strickt 
out in a' the coleurs o' the rainbow 

Char. Mr Mordecai is always well dreſs 4, Sir * 

Sir A. Upon my word he's as ſine as a Jay. — Step a- 
lang, man, turn round, and let us ſee your fine ſhape. 
Ah, he ſtands vera weel, vera weel indeed! What's this 
in his hat? a feather! vera elegant, vera elegant! pro- 
teſt, I never ſaw a tocth-drawer better dreſt a” my life. 


Mord. Upon my word I am your moſt humble errant, 
Sir Archy. 


Sir Au 


love ſick in the lady's lug, do _ ken that ſhe's in- 
clnable to your paſſon? 
Mord. From the — have had with her, 1 


N to think, that my . . An- os ad 
— upon her.. 


Sir 


r ye ha* been whiſpering your 


| 


4 — — —— > | 64 agen —— — 


——2——1...̃ ̃ ̃ —ü—ũ— ——— oe ee roo er EEa Eyes ner gan nnnes : 


= 1 . * —— 7 on 


— — ?: 


aq em <-y 


18 


6 LOVE” A-LA-Mopr. 


Sir A. Vera weel, that's right, that's right—I mun 
ken that your ladyſhip has been entertain'd vera weel by 
my friend Mordecai, before I broke in upon you; he's a 

ide ane ata tale, when the ſtocks is at ae end and the 
[os ttery at the ither, ha! ha! ha! but ye mann ken that 

I ha" neus for you that canna fail to * muckle ſport. 4 

© Char. What is it, pray, Sir Archy 2 

Sir A. Why, ye maun ken, that in my way to your 
ladyſnip- s>manſion; I pickt up my bonny Hibernian—as 
fine — upon my honour, as fine as little Mordecai here. 

Char. But you have not left him behind you? I expec- 
ted him here ere this. 

Sir A. Left him! ye maun ken that I ha- brought him 
wi? me; for l'm Aike the monarchs of auld, I never tra- 
vel without my fail; he is as good as a comedy or farce 
--—But he has made a jargon, which he ſtiles a ſonnet, 
upon his bewitching Charlotte, as he calls you, Madam; 
he's now altering it, and ye maun expeck fic an epiſtle 
as has na been penn'd ſin' the days of Don Quixote. 
You have heard him ſing it, Mordecai? 

Mord. I beg your pardon, Sir Archy, I have heard 
him roar it. Egad! we have had him juſt now, M. adam, 
at a tavern, and made him give it us in an Iriſn howl, 
that might be heard from here to Weſt Cheſter. 

Sir A. Why, Mordecai, you have a ane deal of 
wit, man, aye that's what ye hae. 

Mord. Your moſt obedieat, Sir Archy: 1 am afraid 
you flatter me; but 1 muſt be gone, I kiſs 
your hand. * 

Char. You are not going to leave us, Mr Mordecai! 

Mord. Only to have a ſlice of Sir Callaghan before 
dinner by way of a er that s all, Madam, only by 
way of a wWhet. 

Sir A. Not a word of the Gantt, man! f 
| Mord. Never fear, Sir Archy, never fear. [Ex. Mord. 
31 Sir A. What a fantaſtical baboon this little para 
1 makes of himſelf! „ 
Cbar. He's very ee g. S Archyd ; 
| Sir A. The fallow's vera ridiculous, and therefore vera 
| uſeful in ſociety, for wherever he gangs there maun be 
laughter: But now, Madam, a word or twa to our ain 

matters. Madam, love you, and gin I didna pond 
corn 
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ſcorn to ſay it: concerning theſe creatures who call 
themſelves your lovers, there are three of them about 
your ladyſhip's perſon, as unfit for you as a wandering 
Arab; and whaſe ſentiments. are as wide e' true felicity 
as the North and South poles : reptiles and beggars, wha 
can boaſt of naething, but a knowledge of fic things as 
wad mak um be Kkend by a' judicious fok, e'ef as the 
outcaſts o' the warld. And firſt this Mordecai, to be 
ſure the fallow's wealthy ; yes he's wealthy—but then a 
reptile, Madam, he's a reptile ! whaſe common place no- 
tions are o nae farther extent than Change-alley, br 
the coffee-houſes, and whaſe only ideas are cent per cent 
ſchemes, ſtocks, annuities, and South Sea bubbles. 

Char. Ay, Sir Archy ! you are above ſuch grovelling 
thoughts.—Your ambition is to agorn your mind. 

Sir A. Then, Madam, as to Squire Groom: to be 
ſure he's a great ſportſman, but he's a beggar—a beggar! 
and nae doubt but your fortune would be very acceptable: 
*twould enable him to redeem his ſtead o' horſes, put 
him on his legs again, and according till his ain phraſe, 
he would be bottom, Madam, he would be bottom; but 
in a few years, Madam, your whole fortune, the wiſe 
ſcraping of your anceſtors, would be wantonly ſquander- 
cd away upon cock-fighting, horſe-racing, grooms, joc- 
ke: 3, and fic like ſpend-thrift amuſements; and your 
dyihip not ha' a blanket left to cover you. Then as to 
Sir Callaghan O'Brallaghan, the fallow's weel enough to 
laugh at; but ye maun luik about you there, for your 
guardian is his uncle, and to my certain knowledge, there 
is a deſign upon your fortune in that quarter : depend 
upon it, there is a deſign upon your fortune. ; 

Char, I believe, indeed, a lady's fortune is the principal 
object of every lover. | 

Sir A. I grant ye, Madam, wi' Sir Callaghan O' Bral- 
laghan, Squire Groom, and fic like fallows; but men of 
bonour have ither principles: I aſſure you, Madam, tis 
not forth iar put for the divine graces o' your 
mind, and aFperfections of your ſaul and body, 
which are more to me than all the riches of Peru and 

Mexico. | | 
Char. O Sir Archy! cl | 

Sir A, Beſides, Madam, gin ye marry me, ye will 

| | | B * marry 
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| marry a man of ſobriety and economy. It is true, I am 
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not in the hey day of my blood, yet far from the vale of 
years, as the poet ſays. I am not like the young whip- 
ſters of this age, who are a' ſpirits at the firſt onſet, but 
gang aff like a ſquib, or a cracker on a rejoicing night, 
and are never heard o' mair. The young men, now a 
days, Madam, are mere baubles, abſolute baubles. 
Char. Now I think old men, Sir Archy, are but baubles. 
Sir A. Beſides, Madam, conſider the dignity and an- 


tiquity of our family: Madam, in our family there are 
three viſcounts, four barons, ſix earls, ſeven marquiſſes, 


and twa dukes: the families o' the ſouth are na to be 
compared to families o' the North—There is as muckle 
difference as between a hound of blood and a mongrel. 

Char. And why ſo, fir? 

Sir A. I'll tell you, Madam—the nobeelity of Scot- 
land are a' deſcended frac renowned warriors, and heroes 
of glorious atchievements, wha diſdain'd to mak alliances, 
or contaminate their bluid wi” ony that war na as great 
as their ain.— But here in the ſouth, ye o' the ſouth, 


ye are a' ſprung frae naething in the warld but wool packs, 


hop ſacks, ſugar kiſts, tar barrels, and rum puncheons. 

Char. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir A. What gars you laugh, Madam ? 

Char. The opinion you have of our nobility. 

Sir A. Guid troth, Madam, its true: a' we families 
o' the north are of another kidney quite: we diſdain a 
mixture of bluid that is na as pure as our ain; whereas 
here ye are a ſtrange amphibious breed, being a compoli- 
tion of Turks, Jews, Nabobs, and Refugees. 

Char. We are indeed a ſtrange mixture, Sir Archy. 

Sir A. Vera true, vera true ;—my family is a family 


of rank and conſequence; which, if you marry into, will 


purify your bluid, and refine it frae the lees-and draps 
of trade, with which it is contaminated, which your mo- 


ney cannot do for you, war it as muckle as the bank of 


Edinbro'. | | 
| Enter MorD Fer. 
Mord. Sir Archy, he is juſt without, he is coming. 
Sir Callagban O' Brallaghan. Without.) Is the lady this 
way, do you ſay, young man? 
Serv. She is, ſir. 


Sir 0. 
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Sir C. Then I'll trouble you with no farther ceremony. 
( Enters.) Madam, I am your moſt obedient humble ſer- 
vant. X 

Char. I am very ſorry to hear we ſhall ſoon be depriv'd 
of your company, Sir Callaghan. I thought the war in 
Germany had been all over. 3 

Sir C. Yes, Madam, it was all over, but it began a- 
gain—A ſoldier never lives in quiet, till he has nothing 
to do, then he quits the field with more ſafety. | 

Sir A. The lady was juſt ſaying, ſhe would be glad if 
you would favour her with a ſlight narrative of what hap- 
pen'd in Germany. - 1s 

Sir C. Pray, Madam, don't aſk me ;—1 am afraid it 
would look like gaſconading in me; and I will aſſure you 
there is no ſuch thing in nature, as giving a deſcription 
of a fiery battle : for there is ſo much done every where, 
that nobody knows what is done any where. Then there 
is ſuch drumming and trumpeting, and ſuch delightful 
confuſion altogether, that you can no more give an ac- 
count of it, than you can of the ſtars in the ſky. 

Sir A. It's a vera guide account he gi'es o't.. (Aſide to 
Mordecai.) Let us ſmoke him, and ſee if we can get a 
little fun with him.— Try if he will give you ſome ac- 
count of the battle. _ | £10” 

Mord. Pray, Sir Callaghan, how many might you kill 
in any one battle you have been at? 


« 
* - 6 


Sir C. ( Starting.) I'll tell you-—l generally kill more 
in a battle than a coward would chuſe to look upon, or 
than an impertinent fellow would be able to eat. Are 
you anſwer'd, Mr Mordecai ? . | 

Sir A. You was deviliſh ſharp upon him, faith, 

Mord. Wasn't 1? . On 

Sir A. Yes, but have another eut at him. The Iſrael- 


ite will bring himſel intill a damn'd ſcrape here. [ Aſide. 


Mord. Sir Callaghan, give me leave to tell you, if 1 
was a general ry 
Sir C. A general! we" my ſoul, and you would make 
a fine general Oh, Madam, look upon the general. 
Mr Mordecai, do not look upon being a general as fo 
light a matter. It is a very difficult trade to learn to re- 
Joic?, with danger on the one fide, and death on the o- 
ther, and a great many more things, that yon know no 
B z more 
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W (i more of than I do of being high prieſt to a ſynagogue ; 
Vi | fo hold your tongue, my dear Mr Mordecai, about that, 
1 and go mind your cent per cent, and your lottery tickets 
1 | in Change-alley. 
1 Sir A. Ha! ha by the lord he has tickled up the li- 
"Io raelite; he has given it to the Moabite on both ſides o- 
1 the head. [Aſide. 
ii | Char. But you have been frequently in danger, fir! 
| Sir C. Danger, Madam, is the ſoldier's profeflion ; and 
"I death his beſt reward. 

Mord. A bull! a bull !—Pray how do you make that 
out? You ſay death is the ſoldier's beſt reward. 
Sir C. I'll tell you how—A general dead in the field of 
| battle is a monument of fame, that makes him as much 
| alive as Cæſar or Alexander, or any dead heroe of them 


C || all : and when the hiſtory of America comes to be writ- 
it ten, there is your brave young general Wolf, that died 
q in the battle before Quebec, will be alive to the end of 

il the world. 

1 5 Char. True, Sir Callaghan, the actions of that day 
| will be remembered while Britain or Titi gratitude have 

F' a name. 

bi Sir A. Wha was it did the buſineſs at Quebec? Oh! 
il the Highlanders bore the bell that day. Had you but 
ſeen them with their Andrewferraras, how they cut them, 
i 'and flaſh'd them about : they did the buſineſs, and gain't 
| immortal fame upon the ſpot. 
Sir C. Sir Archy, give me your hand: I aſſure you, 
© your countrymen are brave ſoldiers; and ſo are mine too. 
Char. I think I heard Sir Theodore's coach ſtop. 
Enter SERVANT. 

a Serv. Madam, Sir Theodore waits 95 you, and din- 

| ner is almoſt ready. 

iy | Mord. Madam, will you honour me with the tip of - | 

[i your wedding finger ? Adieu, Sir Callaghan, Sir Ar- 

1 chy, your ſervant— Adieu, Sir Callaghan. 

[Beunt Char. and Mord. 

Sir C. A very impudent fellow this Mr Mordecai ! If 

it had not been for the lady, I would have been a little 
upon the cavee with him, 


Sir A. Becauſe the raſcal bas been let into our compo. 
: nx 
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ny at Bath, he intrudes upon you wherever you go.— But 


have you written the letter to the lady? | 

Sir C. Faith I have not! for I thought it would not be 
right to make my addreſſes to the lady, till I had made 
my affections known to her guardian; fo I have indited 
the letter to him. 

Sir A. That's right, that's right; for ſo as ye do but 
write, it matters not to whom.—But where is it? 

Sir C. Here it is. 

Sir A. I warrant it's a bonny epiſtle. 

Sir C. (Reads. Sir, as I have the honour to bear 
the character of a ſoldier, and to call Sir Theodore Good- 
child uncle, I do not think it would be conſiſtent for a 
man of honour to behave like a ſcoundrel.” 

Sir A. That's an excellent remark, an excellent re- 


mark, and vera new! 


/ 


Sir C. (Reads. Therefore I thought proper before I 
proceeded any further, (for I have. done nothing as yet) 
to open my mind to you before 1 gain the affections of 
the lady.“ You fee, Sir Archy, I was for carrying on my 
approaches like a ſgldier a la militaire, as we ſay abroad. 
( Reads.) * You are ſenſible my family is as old as any 
in the three kingdoms, and older too; | ſhall therefore 
come to the point at once.“ You ſee I have given him. a 
little rub by way of a hint about our family, becauſe Sir 
Theodore is a bit of a relation by the mother's ſide only, 
which is a little upſtart family that came. in with one 
Strongbow t'other day, not above fix or ſeven hundred 
years ago: now my father's family are all related to the 
O'Strickeſſes, the O' Cannakans, the O' Callaghans, and 
I myſelf am an G' Brallaghan, which is the oldeſt of them 
3 x 

Sir A. Yes, fir, I believe ye're of a vera ancient fa- 
mily, but ye're out in ae point. | 

Sir C. What's that, Sir Archy ? 

Sir A. Why, fir, whare ye ſaid, ye was as auld as ony 


family in the three kingdoms. 


Sir C. Why then I ſaid no mote than is true, Sir Archy. 
Sir A. Hoot awa* man, ye dinna conſider the families 


o' the north—Ye of Hibernia are as low as the buſhy 


% 
. 


bramble, and tuik refuge frae a' corners in that wild ſpat 
* Whar 


* 
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whar ye live, penn'd ip like a ſet o ontcaſts, ' and as ſuch 
you remain until this hour. ; 

Sir C. I beg your pardon, Sir Archy—that” s the Scots 
account, which never ſpeaks truth, becauſe it is partial 
but the Iriſh account, which muſt * true, becauſe it was 
written by one of my own family, lays, the Scots are all 
Iriſhmen's baſtards. 

Sir A. Baſtards! whit, do yon make us egitimate— 
illegitimate, fir? 

Sir C. Why little Terence Flaherty O'Brallaghan was 
the man who went over from Carrickfergus, and peopled 
all Scotland with his own han, ls. 

Sir A. Sir Callaghan, though your ignorance and va- 
nity would mak raviſhers of your anceſtors, and harlots 
and Sabines of our mothers, yet ye ſhall find in me 

Sir C. Hark ye, Sir Archy, what was that you ſaid 
juſt now about ignarance and vanity ? | 

Sir A. Sir, I denounce you baith ignorant and vain, 
and mak your maiſt o'd. 

Sir C. Faith! I can make nothing at all of it; becauſe 

they are not words that a gentleman is uſed to; there- 
fore you mult unſay them again. | 

Sir A. How fir, eat my words, a North Briton eat his 
words! 

Sir C. By my ſoul you muſt, and that immediately. 

Sir A. You ſhall eat a piece of my weapon firſt, fir, 

[Draws. 

Sir C. Put up for ſhame, Sir Archy : conſider drawing 
a ſword is a very ſerious piece of buſineſs, and ſhould be 
done in private. 

Sir A, Deſend yourſelf For by the ſacred. croſs of 
St Andrew, I'll have latisfaQion for making us illegiti- 
mate. 

Sir C. Now by the croſs of St Patrick, you are a very 
fooliſh man; but, if you have a mind for a little of that 
game, come away to the right ſpot. 

Sir A. No equivocation, fir, dinna think you have 
gotten Beau Mordecai to cope with. 

Sir C. Come on then, for the honour of the ſword.— 
Oh! you are as welcome as the flowers in May. 1250. 


fight. 


3 
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Enter CHARLOTTE. x 
Char. For heaven's ſake, what's the matter? what is 
all this about ? 


Sir C. It is about Sir Archy* 5 great grandmother, Ma- 
dam, 

Char Sir Archy's great grandmother! 

Sir A. Madam, ke has caſt an affront upon a hale na- 
tion, and I canna thole it. 

Sir C. I am ſure if I did, it was more than I intended. 
It was only to prove the antiquity of my family. 

Char. Pray, let me make peace between you. 

Sir A. Sir as ye ſay ye ou intend the affront, I am 
ſatisfied. 

Sir C. Sir Archy, there are two things I am always a- 
fraid of; the one is of being affronted myſelf, and the 
other of affronting any man. 


Char. A very generous diſpoſition, Sir Callaghan—but 
I hope this affair is over. 4 
Sir A. I am fatisfied, Madam; but let me tell you, Sir 
Callaghan, as a friend, as a friend, man, you ſhould ne- 
ver enter into diſputes about hiſtory, literature, or anti- 
quity of families, for you have got ſuch a curſed wicked 
jargon upon your tongue 

Sir C. Oh, I beg your pardon, Sir Arches vou 
have got ſuch a damn'd twiſt of Scots brogue, that you 
don't underſtand good Engliſh when ! ſpeak it. 

Sir A. Vera weel, vera weel, —but you are out again; 
for every body kens that 1 ſpeak the ſouth country dia- 
led ſae weel, that wherever I gang I am always taken for 
an En gliman but we'll appeal to the lady which o' us 
twa has the brogue. 

Sir C. With all my heart, —Pray Madam, have 1 the 
brogue ? 

Char. No, fir. 

Sir C. I am ſure I never could perceive it. 

Char. Neither have a brogue, you both ſpeak very good | 
Engliſh—But come, gentlemen, dinner waits. 

Sir C. We'll follow you, Madam. 

Char. Pray don't be long. [Exit Char. 
- Sir A. Weel now, dinna gi'e o'er the defign of the 

etter. : 
Sir C. Sir Aeby, never fear me, for as che old ſong goes, 


You 
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You never did hear 

Of an Iriſhman's Fear, 

In love or in battle, 

In love or in battle. 

We're always on duty, fo.: me E 
And ready for beanty /. 1/4 | bro t 
Though canons do rattle, 127 15 [ * 
Though canons do mattid. 3 bad v- 7 > 


By day and b * eu au 
We — — hs Kobe + ripld 13 
We're honour's — 9 — Del 10M 2 
We're honour's defender? TY 
The foe and the fair, ths id my 1 1 
We always take care 421 2 1 
To make them ſurrendeerr.t᷑(ææ 
To make them furrender, * 1 HM 
* #: B15 8 Rows 400 FExeunt. 
1 — 1 2 255 7— iH .mv 
. An Fier ier iS JO ie 
on 101.40 N 16 1101 > 
A G 40K. lust ym 30 284 37 
tired 300 13-03 bSloqoiꝗ 
Enter Sir ARCHY Macsascaes and CHARLOTTE. fu 
vbougt 3d to 2H x1 Po 
SinAnchr. 10d ,15 cud 1 
AUNS, Madam, ſtep intill us for feu 8 
you will crack your ſides with laugbin & ha'e 
gotten anither fuil come to divert us-ungxpei edly, which 
I think the higheſt fuil that the age. has pzaduced: 
Char. Who is it you mean, Sir Archiy fsno 0 v2 
Sir A. Squire Groom, Madam, the ſineſtq you ever 
beheld; in little boots half up his leg, a cap, his jockey- 


_ dreſs, and à his pontificalibus, juſt ; as hearode' his match 


yeſterday at York. Antiquity in a' its records of Greek 
and Roman folly, never produced a ſenator uiſiting his 
miſtreſs in ſo complete a fool's garb. 18 
Char. This is ſome new ſtroke of humour. 
Enter MoRDECAaI1. 


Mord. Ha! ha! I ſhall burſt :—I have left the Iriſh- 
man and Squire Groom at a challenge. 


Char. | hope not. 
* it 


off fix flaſks of burgundy a-piece. But that booby, Sir 
Roger Bumper, borrowed my ſtop watch to ſet his by it. 
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Sir A. Ha! ha! that is guide, that is guide: I thought 


it would come to action, ha! ha! that's clear ;—we fall 
ha'e ane o' them pink'd. 
Mord. O Madam, the challenge need not terrify you: 


'tis only half pints of elaret to your ladyſhip's health. 


Char. Lord! Mr Mordecai, how can ye ſtartle one ſo ? 
Sir A. I am very ſorry for that: guid troth ! I was in 


| hopes they had a mind to ſhow their proweſs before the 


lady their miſtreſs, or that we ſhould ha'e à little Iriſh or 


Newmarket bluid ſpilt. But what was the cauſe of the 
challenge, Mordeecai ? 


Mord, Why, their paſſion for this lady—till the diſ- 
pute riſing high, they determined to decide it in a caſ- 
eade of claret. | 

Char. Oh, I'm afraid they kill themſelves ! 

Sir A. Never fear, Madam, nought's never in danger. 

Mord. Look, look, the champion comes. 

Enter Sguire GROOM. 

Groom. Hoicks, hoieks |—hark forward my little prin» 

ceſs! forward, forward! hoicks—heaugh. Madam, I beg 


a a million of pardons for not being with you at dinner; 


it was not my fault, pon honour—1 ſat up all night, and 
propoſed to ſet out betimes ; but about eleven o'clock 
laſt night, at York—we were all damn'd jolly, and toſs'd 


 — Here it is, look at it, Madam, it corrects the ſun; they 


all go by it, Madam, at Newmarket; and fo, Madam, 
as I was telling you—the drunken blockhead put mine 
back two hours o' purpoſe to deceive me, otherwiſe it 
was fifty to one, I could have been here to a ſecond. 


Char. Pray, fir, what is the meaning of this extraor- - 


dinary uUreſs ? 
Groom. Not a peer in England could have one more 
taſty, the true turf taſte ;—You muſt know, Madam, I 
rode my match in this very dreſs yeſterday, and Jack 
Buck, Roger Bumper, Frank Fudge, and a few more of 
them, laid me a hundred each, that I would not ride to 
London, and viſit you in it, ha! ha! but I've taken 
them all in damme; ha! ha! ha'at I, Madam? 

Char. Pray, what time do you take to ride from York 
to London ? 1 
« © Groom, 
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Groom. Ha! time, Madam—why, bar a neck, a leg or 
an arm, ſixteen hours, ſeven minutes, and thirty-two ſe- 
conds, ſometimes three or four ſeconds under, that 1s, to 
the Stones, not to my own houſe. | 

Sir A. No, no, not to your ain houſe, that would be 
too much, | = 

Groom. No, no, only to the Stones end; but then 
have my own hacks, that are all ſteel to the bottom 
| all blood ſtickers and lappers every inch of them, my 
' dear, that will come through if they have but one leg 
| out of the four. I never keep any thing, Madam, that 
is not bottom,—Game, game, to the laſt! game, ay, ay! 
F you'll find every thing that belongs to me game! 

1 Sir A. Weel ſaid, Squire Groom! yes, yes, he is game 
1 to the bottom, he is game, Madam There, walk about 
man, and ſhew us your ſhapes; what a fine figure, and 
has ſae guide an underſtanding, that it is a pity he ever 
ſhould do any thing but ride e What a fuil! 
don't you think he's a curſed ideot? [Aſide to Mord. 

Mord. Well enough for a country ſquire. | 

Groom. Well, Madam, which of us muſt be the hap- 
Py man? you know I love you, Madam—you know I do: 
may 1 never croſs Joſtle if I don't, Os 

Char. Oh, Sir, I ſee your paſſion in your eyes. | 

Sir A. Weel, but Squire, you ha' gren us no account 
how your match went. 
| Char. What was your match, Sir? | 
7 . Groom. Our ſubſcription and our ſweepſtakes. —There 
1 are ſeven of us, Madam, Jack Buck, Lord Brainleſs, 
1 Rob Rattle Vou know Bob, Madam? — Bob's a damn'd 

| honeſt Fellow—Sir Harry Idle, Dick Riot, Sir Roger 
Bumper, and myſelf. We put in five hundred pounds a- 
| piece, all æ ride ourſelves, and to carry my weight—all 
to carry my weight: the odds at ſtarting were ſeven to 
four againſt me the field round; and the field, ten, fif- 
teen, and twenty to one; for you muſt know, Madam, 
they thought they had me at a dead wind; for the thing 
1 was to ride was let down in the back ſinews, ha! ha! 
do you mind me, let down in his exerciſe ! 
| Sir A. Ah! that was unlucky. 5 
| Groom. Damn'd unlucky! but that my groom had him 
cired, and he ſtood ſound, was in fine condition, fleek 
" 7 : of as 
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as your lady ſhip's ſkin : we ſtarted off ſcore, by Jupiter, 
and for the firſt half mile you might have covered us all 
with your under petticoat., I ſaw I had them in hand, 
but your friend Bob, Madam, ha! ha! I ſhall never for- 
get it; poor Bob's gelding took the reſt, flew out of the 
courſe, and run over two attornies, a quack doctor, a 
methodiſt parſon, an exciſeman, and a little beau, Ma- 
dam, that you uſed to laugh at ſo immoderately at Bath 
—a little dirty thing with a chocolate coloured phiz, juſt 
like Mordecai. 


Sir A. There he had the little Girgaſite upon the hip. 


Groom. The people were in hopes he had killed the 
lawyers, and were damnably diſappointed when they 
found he had only broke the leg o' the one, and the back 
of the:;other. 

Char. Well, ſir, pray inform us who won the ſubſcrip- 
. 
Groom. It lay between me and Dick Riot, Madam; 
we were neck and heels for three miles, as hard as we 
could lay leg to ground, and running every inch, but at 
the firſt I felt for him, I found I had the foot - knew my 
bottom pulled up- pretended to dig; but Fudge 
Frank Fudge gave the ſignal to Tom Ticklepurſe to lay 
it on thick: I had the whip hand all the way lay with 
my noſe in the neck under the wind thus, ſnug—ſnug, 
my dear—had him quite in hand—while Riot was dig- 
ging and lapping right and left, but it would not do, my 
dear, againſt. foot and bottom and head. I let go, 
darted by him like an arrow—ſo within a hundred yards 
of the Piipnee pol poor Dick was blown to deſtruction, 
d up as ſtiff as a turnpike, and I left to canter in 
by myſelf, Madam,—ſo I twitch'd them all round, grip'd 
the gamblers, and broke the blacklegs——for I took all 


the odds at ſtarting, ſplit me! ha! wasnt I right, old 


Shadrach? ha! took all the odds, took all the odds, old 
dirt colour, [To Mord. 


Sir A, Ha! ha! well, *tis wonderful to think at what. 


a pitch of excellency our nobility are arriv'd at in the art 

of ſporting. I believe we excel a' the nobility of Europe 
in that ſcience, eſpecially in jockeyſhip. 

Groom. Sir Archy, I'll tell you what I'll do- I'll ſtart. 

2 horſe, fight a man, hunt a pack of hounds, ride a 

. C 2 | match 
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matek or fox chace, drive a ſet of horſes, er hold a toaſt 
with afiy nobleman in the kingdom, for a thouſand each, 
and 1 ſay done firſt, damme. 

Sir A. Ha! hal the ſquire' s the keeneſt ſportſman in 
a Europe, Madam. There is naething comes amiſs to 
him, Madam he is a perfect Nimrod, he hunts a' things 
frae the flea in the blanket to the elephant in the foreſt 
— he is a perfect Nimrod—are'yon not, ſquire? 

Groom. Ves— l am a Nimrod at all, at any thing. why 
J ran a ſnail with his grace the other day for five hundred 
pounds—there was nothing in it—won it hollow, quite 
hollow !—half a horn's length. 

Sir A. Half a horg's length !—ah, that was hollow 
indeed. 

Groom. Was it not hollow! | 

Sir A. Oh, deviliſh hollow indeed, Squire Groom /— 
But where is Sir Theodore a' this time? 
' Groom! Oh! he is with Sir Callaghan, joking him a- 
deut drinking bumpers with me, and his paſſion for you, 
Madam. | 
Sir A. You maun ken, pentlemen, this lady and I 
have laid a ſcheme to ha'e a little ſport wi' Sir Callaghan : 
if ye will a ſtep behin' the ſcreen, I'll gang and fetch 
him, and you ſhall hear him mak love as fierce as Alex- 
ander, or ony heroe in tragedy. | 

Groom. Sir Archy, I'll be as filent as a hound at fault. 

Sir A. Then, Madam, do you retire and come in till 
him as if ye came for the purpoſe—1'll fetch him in an 
inſtant. 


Ghar. I will be ready, Sir Archy. [Exit Char. 
Sir A. Get you behin', gentlemen, get you behin'. 
Exit Sir A. 


Groom. Ay, ay, we'll ſquat—never fear, Sir Archy— 
an Iriſhman make love ! I ſhall be glad to hear what 
an Iriſhman can fay when he makes love. What' do 
vou think he'll ſay, little Shadrach ? Do you think he'll 
make love in Iriſh ? 

Mord. Huſh, hufh, ſquire! they are come. [They retire. 

Enter Sir Anchy and Sir CALLAGHAN, 

Sir A. Speak bauldly, man, ye ken the auld proverb 

Faint 1 OY 
Bir C. 
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Sir C. Oh, that's true —rever won fair lady. But you 
ſhall ſee 1 will ſoon bring it to an ecclairciſſement. 

Sir A. Oh, that's right, man, ſtick to that. She will 
be with you in a twinkling. I wiſh you guid ſucceſs. [ Ex. 

Sir C. I will follow my friend Sir Archy's advice, and 
attack the dear creature with vigour at once. Upon 
my conſcience, ſhe's here in the midſt of my ſoliloquy. 

a” Enter CHARLOTTE. . 

Char. Sir Callaghan, your's— l beg your pardon, I ex- 
pected to find the other gentlemen here. 

Sir C. Dear lady, your pardon you eaſily command; 
and as I am at war with the force of your charms, and 
mean to attack you inſtantly, will beg a truce before 1 
come to action. 


Sir A. He begins vera weel—he has got intill the heart | 


of the battle already. 75 

Char. But I am told, Sir Callaghan, you dedicate ſome 
part of your time to the Muſes, may I intreat the favour 
of a ſong. | 

Sir C. Why Madam, I own I have been guilty of tor- 
turing one of the Muſes in the ſhape of a ſong, and 1 
hope you'll excuſe my putting your name to it. : 

Char. Upon condition that you will let me hear it. 

Sir C. Oh! dear Madam, don't aſk me, it's a very 
fooliſh ſong—a mere bagatelle. | 

Char. Oh! Sir Callaghan, I will admit of no excuſe, 


Sir C. Well, Madam, fince you defire it you fhall have | 


it, were it ten times worſe—tol de rol, lol--I don't know 
when I ſhall come at the right ſide of my voice, tol rot. 
Sir A. Ha! ha! now for it—You ſhall hear ſick a ſang 
as has na been penn'd ſin* the days they firſt clipt the 
wings o' the wild Iriſh. 
Char. Dear fir, I am quite impatient. | 
Sir C. Now, Madam, I'll tell you beforehand, you 
mult not expect fine ſinging from me as you hear at the 


Opera, becauſe we Iriſhmen are not cut for it like the I- 


talians. (Sings. 9 


Let other men ſing of their geddeſſes bright, 
Who darken the day and enlighten the night; 

I ſing of a woman of ſuch fleſh and blood, 

One touch of her fingers would do your heart good. 


Ten 
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Ten times in 2 day to her chamber I. come, 5 

To tell her my paſſion, but can't, I'm ſtruck dumb: 
For Cupid he ſeizes my ſoul with ſurpriſe, _ 

And my tongue falls aſleep at the ſight of her eyes. 


Her little dog Pompey's my rival Iſee, . 

— kiſſes and hugs him, but frowns upon me; 
hen pray, my dear Charlotte, debaſe not your charms, 

But inſtead of your lapdog take me to your arms. 


Sir A. Come now the fang' sol er, let us ſteal awa'. 

Groom. He's a damn'd droll fellow: Inſtead, of your 
lapdog take me to your arms, ha! ha! | © 7 dps 

Sir A. Hulh, ſaftly ; dinna let him hear us. ſteal aff— 
he's an excellent droll fellow, as guid as a farce or a co- 
medy—a decviliſh comical cheel! SY | 

[Exeunt Sir A. Mord, 1 7 Groam 
. Char. But Sir Callaghan, I fear no lady can boaſt, of 
allurements ſufficient to make you quit the army. 

Sir C. Why, Madam, when in my very early years, 
my good king was my friend in diſtreſs, and now he's at 
war, and wants my aſſiſtance, I ſhould be a Fefe to | 
leave him. | 5 

Char. Why then, Sir Callaghan, your firvant,. War is 
your miſtreſs, and to her charms I reſign you. {Ex, Char. 

Sir C. Upon my conſcience I feel very fooliſlh—Oh, 
but I will make a general attack, give the coup de main, 
raiſe the ſiege, ſer off for Germany to-morrow morning, 
—tell her my paſſion, and take my leave without ſaying 
a word. [Eats 

Enter Sir Axchx and Mozpecar, - 25 5 

Mord. Why, Sir Archy, from what I can at preſent. 
perceive, by the dejected looks of Sir Theodore, the lady 
herſelf, and in ſhort the behaviour of the whole family, 
certainly ſomething 1 in their affairs has, Juſt hap- 
pened. 

Sir A. Your conjectures are very right, Mr. Mordecai 
—tis a' over with him—he”: s an undone beggar, and ſae 
8 the girl. 

Mord. Sir, you aſtoniſh me. 

Sir A. Iis an unexpected buſineſs, but it's a fact, I 
2 Here he is himſelf, 18 devil, how wae he 
o0ks 


8 | Enter 
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Enter Sir TuropoRE and a Lawy ER. 


Sir T. This unexpccted blow from abroad affects me 


indeed: what, my friend to fail me in whom I placed 
ſuch an implicit faith / not only to venture my own, but 
unfortunately my dear girl's fortune, Her misfortunes 
touch me more than my own; However I will endeavour 
to bear this ſhock as well as I cæn, collect my ſpirits, and 
break this affair to my poor Charlotte. 

[Exit Sir TuroDoRE ond LawxkER. 

Mord. Fore 'gad, this is ſurpriſing / Sir Archy, what 
has occaſion'd all this? 

Sir A. Faith, Mordecai, I dinna ken the particulars : 
but it ſeems by the words of Sir Theodore himſelf, a rich 
merchant in Holland, his partner, and he—the guardian 
over this lady, are both bankrupts; and as the lawyer 
there without confirms, have fail'd for above an hundred 
thouſand pounds more than they can anſwer. 

Mord. And how does that affect the young lady? 

Sir A. Why, fir, the greateſt part of her fortune it 
ſeems was in trade with Sir Theodore—beſides the ſuit 
in chancery for above forty thouſand has been determined 
againſt her this very day, fo that they are a' undone. 


Mord. You ſurpriſe me, Sir Archy, thought the for- 


ty thouſand was prov'd clearly in her favour. 

Sir A. O ye dinna ken the law; the law is a ſort of 
hocus pocus, that ſmiles in your face although it pick 
your pocket; and the glorious uncertainty of! it is of more 
uſe to the profeſſors than the juſtice of it. Here they 
come, and ſeemingly in great affliction. 

Enter Sir TREODORE and CHARLOTTE. 

Char. My dear guardian and parent, let me call you, 
for indeed ſuch you have ever been, give not yourſelf up 
to grief on my account. 

Sir T. It is only on your account that I can be miſera- 
ble, and yet for you there is a beam of hope: I think we 
can with ſafety rely upon the honour and integrity of 

Sir Archibald Macfarcaſm, who will marry and ſnatch 
you from all misfortunes. 


Sir A. Gin ye rely upon me, ve rely upon a broken 
ſtaff; ye may as weel rely upon the Philoſopher's ſtane. 


What ! would you marry m_ to make me a mender of 


broken citizens! fortunes ; hut Vi! ſpeak to then and end 


tlie 


— — — , ee 


| | 
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the diſpute at anes. I am concern'd to fee you in this 
diſorder, Sir Theodore. 

Char. Oh! Sir Archy, if all the vows you ever pro- 
feſs'd, and ſo laviſhly beſtow'd, were real, I am ſure this 
change of fortune will make no alteration in your ſenti- 
ments of honour. Now let the truth be ſeen. 

Sir A. Madam, I am ſorry to be the meſſenger o' ill 
news, but a' our connections is af. an end. Our houſe 
has heard o' my connections wi? you, and I have had let- 
ters frae ſix dukes, five ee four earls, three ba- 
rons, and other dign taries o the family, remonſtrating, 
pay, expreſsly prohibiting my contaminating the bluid of 
the Maeſarcaſms wi' any thing ſprung frae a hogſhead or 
a compting houſe. | aſſure you, Madam, my paſſion for 

ou is vera ſtrong, but I canna bring diſgrace upon an 
| ann fami 7 

Char. There is no truth, no virtue in man. 

Sir A. Guid troth, nor in woman neither that has nae 
fortune! Here is Mordecai, a wandering Iſraelite, a va- 

bond Hebrew, that's a very caſuality, ſprung frae an- 
nuities, bulls, bears, and lottery tickets, and can ha'e 
nae family objections—he 1s aſk onately fond o' you, and 
till this offspring of Accident and Mammon reſign r 
intereſt in ye. 

Mord. 1 beg your pardon, Sir Archy, I beg your par 
don, marriage is a thing | have not thoroughly ce=figer'd, 
and I muſt take ſome time before I can mee upon 
ſo incxtricable a ſubject: and I afſure you, Madam, my 
affairs at preſent are not in a matrimonial poſture. 

Char. I deſpiſe both them and you. 

Enter Squire GROOM. | 

Groom. Hoicks, hilli ho, ho hy, what's the matter 
here? what, are we all at fault? is this true, Sir Theo- 
dore ? 20unds, I hear that you and the filly both run o 
wrong ſide the poſt. 

Sir T. Squire, this is no time to joke and trifle, or to 
attempt to diſguife our feelings on fo ſerious and affectin 
a ſtroke. However, fir, this is a charming girl, whoſe 
virtues deſerve a noble fortune, but the loſs of it will 
furely make no abatement in your affections. 

Groom. Harkye, Sir Theodore, I always make a match 
agreeable to the ſpeed. or age of my cattle, or the weight 

| my 
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Wings Tah arty,” When! 1 offer'd' to mateh Fer, 5 87 
ve and take, "the! filly was, 6 neither piper nor blinker 

* bound "nor f ſpavin d; but ear now her wind's och d, 
it ſo L Wöüld not "back her for a ſhilling. IH take her 
into my "ſtead - if you will-—the" has a fine fore and—ſhe 
moves her palterns, 59 „Bets en a good pace, 4 deal of 
r id fome and 5 do well 3 er —— 
out 9 Nr * won't deep Ber in training tho', f 

carry N igh t enough! to come. thro? Matrimony! om is 
a curſeq” fon ng courſe, deviſiſh easy aud ſharp rornings ; 
| on't to. Ihe can't t come Fine, gamme, ſhit can? t 
ohe 7: 


th 
Sf 4 ae wits ye'j ju e right in i my thvghts 
—the dent thihs the ay © can do is to ſnap at the Irifiman. 
NY WelF obferv'd; Sir Arch ß: 
Groom. A ade ay, Sir Archy has an eee. and 
a 


hits oft a fault as welk as an Hound 1 ever follow'd. 
Sr . kie Se a luiver us 4 lat 0 ber ciecuaittances 
ph s 


pat Ano wretch, "whoſe; Guikackes of, hondur are 
ey mor e cable chan your" ſentiments of love! tho? 


am rene loſt, m mind fþ f never mo. of. 
piintiples of Fanden, e e 
„Mord, Huſh, h be ES bers, S 
Len . 505 2 Ji Catiicaat: 12 bg 
4. W} What, guid friend” Sir Ca 8 1 ki 
5 1 47 a'e Nac eaking'to Fm lady in your be- 
Ralf W A Ache eloꝗ b 0 1 8 8 1 7 of your 
perſon, Aud ye 0 ju it code in u cue nl no time to re- : 


ceive her heart and Hand- 
Sir C. Pon my Sandee ae 1 ſhould be 
Prouder 6 receive oat lady's 0 than a generaPs s ſtaff} 
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> 


orithe: 17 ng nour the a 


come, true love is 
mony— gie him your hand u 
Char. No, ſir, I cannot 2 FY "py Sir Cal- 


laghan as ; unworthy of Bis eſt ce, .and e of ee 
and fortune. 1 


Sir C. What means all this? 
" | Fe = D 
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Sir T. Why nephew, this lady here, my unfortunate 

wand, this morning was poſſeſſed of a legacy, as we 
thought, fit to make happy the: firſt of families, but by 
my ill conduct and want of care, her fortune, which I had 
ventured in trade, is loſt abroad, and the law ſuit loſt at 
home,—Therefore her virtue, not fortune, muſt now be 
the object of your affetions. 
Sir C. I aſſure you, Sir Theodore, I rejoice at her di- 
ſtreſs for when ſhe was rich I approach'd her with fear 
and trembling, becauſe I was not her equal: but now ſh& 
is poor, and has nobody to defend her, I feel ſomething 
warm about my heart, that tells me I love her better 
than when I thougbt dhe was rich; and if my life and 
fortune will be of any ſervice to her, ſhe ſhall command 
them for ever and ever. | 

Char. Generous man! 

Sir T. And will you take her for life! : 

Sir C. Ay! and for death too, which is a great deal 
longer than life you know. 

Sir J. Then take her, fir; and with her an ample for- 
tune - Mx bankruptcy was intirely feign'd—it was only 
to try the ſincerity of theſe e emen who call them- 
ſelves lovers. : 

Mord. How's this? 

Groom. A helliſn eroſs flung upon us by hear” ns—di- 
ſtanc'd to damnation 
Sir A. Gently, gently, whifn—he s only raking him 


in the bubble's bit. 


Sir T. Why do yon now pauſe, dear nephew? It was 
only a ſcheme to try the mean, the mercenary, illiberal 
arts of thoſe who are a diſgrace to mankind, their coun- 
try; and themſelves. 

Sir C. Why this is Gmething like what thoſe littls 


-Jackanapes ahout 'town' call humbugging a man. — Firſt, 


ſhe has no fortune, and then ain Wd a fortune, add! then 
ſhe bas no fortune again. 

Sir T. What 1 now tell you is a ſacred tn Take 
her, fir, and with her an heart worthy your Acceptance ; 
take her as a reward for your diſintereſted affection. 

Sir C. Take her —the devil take me if I don't. 

Char. And I yield to Rue propoſal with — 
pleaſure. 


| Sir 
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Sir C. By the glory of a ſoldier, I had rather be at her 
foot than at the head of a regiment—and now ſhe's mine 
by all the rules of war, i have a right to lay her under 


- contribution, for her kiſſes are lawful plunder. [Kiſſes 


ber.] O ye are a little 2 on creature! pon honour, her 


& 


breath is as ſweet as the ſound of a trumpet. 

Groom. Why the knowing ones are all taken in here— 
ſtripp'd and double diſtanc'd. Zounds the filly has run 
a crimp upon us. 

Mord. Damn it, ſhe has jilted us moſt confoundedly. 

Sir A. By the croſs of St Andrew I'll be reveng'd—I ken 


a lad of an honourable family, wha underſtands the ancient 
claſſicks in a' perfeQtion.—He is now compoling a come- 


dy, and he ſhall inſinuate baith their characters intill it, 
Mord. And I'll write a lampoon, where ſhe ſhall have 


an intrigue with a life-guards-man, a grenadier, and an 


opera linger. | 
Groom. I have a hedge yet. I can't write, but I'll tell 


you what I'll do—T'll poiſon her parrot, kill her monkey, 


and cut off her ſquirrel's tail, damme. 

Sir C. Harkye, gentlemen, I hope you'll aſk my leave 
for all this. If you offer to write any of your nonſenſi- 
cals, or if you touch a hair of the parrot's head,' or a fea- 


ther of the monkeys tail, or a hair of any thing belong- 


ing to this lady, I'll be after making a few remarks upon 
your bodies. Lookye, I have an excellent pen by my 
ſide that is a good critick, and writes a legible hand upon 
impertinent-authors. pe : 

Sir A. Hoot awa', hoot awa', man, dinna talk in that 
idle manner, fir. Our ſwords are as ſharp and as reſpon- 
fible as the ſwords of ither men; but this is nae time for 
ſick matters; ye ha'e got the lady, and we ha'e got the 
willow. 1 am only ſorry for the little Girgaſite, Beau 
Mordecai, for he has beſpoken the nuptial chariot and a* 
his liveries; and my friend Squire Groom, I fear is quite 
lock'd in wi? the turf;—and guid troth I am ſorry for the 
lady, for ſhe has loſt being matched into the great houſe 
of the Maeſarcaſms, which is the greateſt loſs of a'. 

Sir C. This is ſomething like the cataſtrophe of a tage 
play, where knaves and ſools are diſappointed. 

Sir T. And an honeſt man rewarded, 

| „„ 


